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Editorial 
Sally McBride & Dale L. Sproule 


na recent issue of Speculations, Mike Resnick took a shot at small 
[= magazines — trying to persuade people that publishing their 

original work in markets that pay less than professional rates is some- 
thing that should be avoided. He doesn’t believe there’s anything to be 
gained by selling first rights of one’s work to the small press, and wants 
everyone to know that this is something he would never do. Appar- 
ently he thinks anyone who does is a fool. 

Tell that to Gemma Files, whose story “Hidebound” was discov- 
ered in TransVersions by the producer of the new Showtime TV series, 
The Hunger. It’s in production as this issue comes out. Pleased with the 
talent they’d mined in the pages of this little magazine, they asked to 
see more of her work, and went on to select another of her stories for 
the series. Tell it to the writers who received honourable mentions in 
The Year's Best Fantasy and Horror for their work in Trans Versions: David 
Nickle, Nancy Bennett, Catherine Mintz, Kurt Newton, Steve Carper, 
Eileen Kernaghan, D.F. Lewis, Sandra Kasturi, Niall McGrath, Michael 
Coney, Gemma Files & Karen Blicker. Jeff Kuipers and TransVersions 
editor Dale Sproule have both received Aurora nominations for their 
artwork in the magazine. Trans Versions itself has been an Aurora final- 
ist every year since we began publishing. Four stories published in our 
pages - by Sean Stewart, Charles Saplak (2) and Stepan Chapman - 
have received Nebula nominations from respected members of SFWA 
(later disallowed because we are not an American market). Our thanks 
go out to those who respect and value the offerings a small press can 
make. 

And believe it or not, Mr. Resnick, even with all the acclaim we’ve 
been getting, we honestly can’t afford to pay more than a penny a word 
(Canadian, yet)! Hell, strictly speaking, we can’t afford to pay that 
much, but we believe that all our contributors should receive payment 
of some tangible kind for their work. Maybe all they will be able to do 
with it is go for dinner - hamburgers and beer or occasionally steak 
and some pleasant estate wine. Rick LeBlanc says he bought a plank 
with his payment. Hmmm. We do what we can. And we try to do it 
well. We succeed, most of the time. 

Now, let’s come back to Earth after the bragfest. Here are some 
mistakes we'd like to apologize for: Last issue, we inadvertantly 
changed a word in the opening line of Carolyn Clink’s excellent poem, 
“Cenotaphs”, which should have read “It’s a mystery that anything 
rises up” rather than “It’s a mistake...”. This mistake was ours, and it 
altered the meaning of Carolyn’s poem, which makes this the gravest 
one we’re aware of making. We also have to accept a big lump of coal 
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for missed italics in Robert J. Sawyer’s Aurora-nominated story “Lost 
in the Mail” from Trans Versions 3. We spelled Jeff VanderMeer’s name 
with a lower case ‘m’ on the cover of issue 5, then repeated the error in 

a full page ad in Tangent #17. We accidentally credited Sean Stewart 
with a book called Nowhere Man (which we had just been watching on 
TV) rather than Nobody's Son (which is the real title of his multiple award 
nominated after-the-fairy-tale fantasy). There are undoubtedly other 
errors we haven't heard about, but we hope you agree, after reading 
this issue, that TransVersions is still a fine place to get published. 

Now, did we mention the positive notice we've received from Ellen 
Datlow, and from Gardner Dozois (The Year’s Best Science Fiction)? And 
how about the recent review of issue #6 that said “Trans Versions, out of 
the Great White North, continues in its track record as one of the most 
original and challenging small magazines on the market.” (Carroll 
Brown, Tangent #18) 

The fact is, people do read and enjoy the many and varied “small” 
magazines, which with often heart- or wallet-breaking effort, present 
some of the finest short fiction, poetry and art to be found anywhere. 
Small press editors can be as demanding and knowledgeable as those 
working in the higher-paying markets, and can be more flexible and 
daring in what they choose to publish. There simply isn’t enough room 
in the issues of better-known magazines and anthologies to print all 
the work that should be published... very often the only venue for a 
fine story is in the small press. Should it instead languish in a drawer, 
because it might be beneath a writer’s dignity to appear in a market 
that pays only a penny a word? We urge Mr Resnick to look again at 
the magazines that fill a valuable niche in the ecology of publishing. 
Not a high-paying one, to be sure, but one that serves as a proving 
ground and showcase for new and established authors. And now, on to 
the current crop of stories and poems. We hope you enjoy, and will 
come back for more. 


TransVersions is published irregularly by Island Specialty Reports, 83 Royal York 
Road, Toronto, ON, CANADA M8V 277. All work © 1997 by the writers & 
artists. 4-issue subscriptions are $18.00 Can or US/£12.00 UK. Single issues 
are $4.95 Can or US/£3.50 UK. Submissions MUST contain SASE for 
response. Submissions from outside Canada should attach cash, IRCs or LOOSE 
postage. Submit poetry directly to: Phyllis Gotlieb, 19 Lower Village Gate, 
#706, Toronto, ON, CANADA MS5P 3L9 
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Last year, Eileen's story "Dragon-Rain" appeared in The Year's Best Fantasy 
and Horror, Ninth Annual Edition. For her fourth appearance in the 
pages of TransVersions, we're pleased to present this delicious sliver of 

classic fairytale, updated to the late twentieth century and set deep in the 

interior of British Columbia. 
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he Shuswap most days in August is as smooth as a millpond, a 

| glittering expanse of sunlit glass. Nonetheless it’s a treacherous 

lake, full of unsuspected hazards. Snags and deadheads lurk 

along the wooded shoreline, and with no warning at all a storm can 
sweep down from the hills with hurricane force. 

Those are the days when houseboats break loose from their moor- 
ings, sailboats capsize and fir trees topple across campgrounds, crush- 
ing vacationers in their tents. 

But on this particular August evening, as the Watley man half-dozed 
in the front seat of his Plymouth with a warm beer in his hand, such 
dangers seemed remote. 

The Watley man was not short of things to worry about. The farm- 
wives in this end of the valley - while generous enough with their cups 
of tea and their raisin scones - were begrudging with their cash. They’d 
buy a bottle of liniment or two, a tin of salve for the baby’s bottom, but 
when it came to fancy soaps and hand-lotions, their egg-money stayed 
in the kitchen cupboard. 

Which might explain why this route had changed hands half a dozen 
times in the past three years. Some of his predecessors had found sala- 
ried jobs. Others had dropped out of sight. One Watley man, according 
to local rumour, had simply abandoned his car by the side of the road 
and disappeared in mid-route. Maybe that’s what happened to all old 
salesmen, the Watley man thought ruefully. They faded away like old 
soldiers, vanishing with their shabby sample cases into the green 
Okanagan landscape. But more likely they just moved to Kamloops or 
Vancouver. 

Meanwhile his wife back in Penticton was dropping hints about a 
new living room suite; his house taxes were overdue; and after a year 
of back-country roads the springs on the Plymouth were shot. The 
Watley man belched discreetly, pulled down the sun-visor and opened 
another beer. 

The girl on the white horse, ambling quietly around the curve of the 
bay, caught him unawares. One minute he was alone, and the next 
minute she was there at the water’s edge, silhouetted against the low 
sun. She was riding a big sleek-coated white stallion, with a nervous 
look in its eye that suggested the Watley man would do well to stay out 
of hoof-range. 

It was far too much horse for a slip of a girl, and yet as she gathered 
up the reins and nudged the animal forward she seemed effortlessly in 
control. 

She was a tall girl, in faded blue jeans and a man’s denim shirt sev- 
eral sizes too large. A little too thin for her height, thought the Watley 
man, assessing her with an expert eye; but what there was of her was 
nicely assembled. And no more than sixteen, with that irresistible bloom 
that fades by twenty. She had a small, pale, pointed face, and hair so 
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blonde it was almost silver. Her eyes were green — green as new leaves, 
green as meadow-grass, thought the Watley man, who like every good 
salesman was half-way to being a poet. 

As they approached the Plymouth the big horse bridled, curling back 
his lips to show huge, foam-flecked teeth. The slanting light through the 
alders gave his smooth flanks a greenish cast. He fixed the Watley man 
with a baleful eye. 

“Gently, Bainseach,” said the girl, leaning forward to stroke the animal’s 
neck. 

“That’s a damned funny name for a horse,” said the Watley man 
through the open window. “What kind of a name is that?” 

The girl glanced down at him. Her expression was solemn, almost 
schoolmarmish, he thought. “It’s Irish,” she said. “He’s an Irish horse.” 

“And how about you? Are you Irish too?” 

She nodded. He liked her gravity, the directness of her gaze, the cool 
aplomb with which she sat her horse. 

“And what's your name, then?” 

“Siobhan.” She gave the name a Gaelic lilt, like a phrase of music. 

“Can't say I've ever run into a Siobhan before. Plenty of Kathleens, 
and a Colleen or two. And it seems to me I recall a Bridget. None of them 
as good-looking as you.” Most girls her age would have giggled, maybe 
blushed a little, wondered which way to look. This one narrowed her grass- 
green eyes and stared him straight in the eye. 

The Watley man felt an all-too-familiar yearning. This won't do, he 
reminded himself. This won’t do at all. He’d sworn, after the last time, 
that he’d never be led astray again. He’d had a city job back then, steady 
salaried work in a lady’s shoe store. 

And he’d lost it when he’d let his eyes and his hands wander. 

But oh, the sweetness, the slimness, the terrible dangerous innocence 
of young girls. The tender curves of their thighs in skimpy shorts, the 
slenderness of their cinched waists in summer dirndls — all thrown away, 
thought the Watley man, on fumble-fingered youths in the back seats of 
Chevies. 

“Goodbye,” said the girl, and gently kneed her mount. Her mouth 
was grave as a saint’s, but her eyes were full of a wild green light. With his 
heart in his throat the Watley man watched her ride off, plaits bouncing 
like braided moonlight against her retreating back. 

The next afternoon he happened to find himself parked by that same 
grassy stretch of lakeshore. And purely by chance, just as the sun slipped 
into the lake in a dazzle of rose and gold, the green-eyed girl rode out of 
the larch trees. 

She slid from the saddle and wrapped the reins around an alder branch. 
She was wearing a white halter that left her midriff bare, and tight-legged 
jeans. The Watley man realized, with a shock, how very thin she was, how 
unnaturally pale. Her skin, which should have been brown from the Au- 
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gust sun, had an almost nacreous glow. He wondered if she had been ill. 
There was infantile paralysis all up and down the valley that summer. It 
could explain her precocious air of gravity, of self-containment. 

“T’'ve brought you something,” the Watley man said. 

The girl raised her brows. Her solemnity at once disturbed and pro- 
foundly excited him. He reached into the back seat of the Plymouth and 
pulled out his sample case. Rummaging among the tins of zinc ointment 
and cinnamon sticks, he found the box of Watley’s Rose-Scented Soap he 
had packed that morning. The girl examined it curiously, and dropped it 
into a leather bag on her saddlehorn. She did not thank him, and he could 
not tell whether she was pleased with it or not. 

Uncertainty made him rash. “Do I get a kiss for that?” 

She shrugged and stepped closer, standing pliant and unprotesting in 
his embrace. Her lips were glassy cool, her tongue meeting his like a small 
darting fish. The bones of her back and shoulders felt as porous and deli- 
cate as a bird's. 

“You're a witch,” he told her. “A beautiful little green-eyed witch.” 

She stepped out of his arms as coolly as she had entered them. “I have 
to go now,” she said. 

“Yes,” said the Watley man, torn between common sense and the dread- 
ful urgency of his desire. 

Behind her the white horse whickered softly. The girl turned, unfas- 
tened the reins, swung lithely into the saddle. She looked down at the 
Watley man. “I ride here every day,” she said. 


ts) 


On the third day she came to him again, as willingly as a bride. The Watley 
man’s hands worked deftly, intently, undoing the buttons on her denim 
shirt. Her small, high breasts were white as skim milk, faintly veined with 
blue. She stood quietly, her face sombre and self-absorbed, as he unbuck- 
led her belt. 

Naked, she was narrow and supple as an otter. Her compliance aston- 
ished and aroused him. She seemed curiously childlike - sexless, almost - 
in her unquestioning obedience. There was nothing he could not do with 
her, to her. Her small pale hands grasped him, stroked him, as artlessly as 
she had caressed the white stallion’s neck. He cupped her face in his two 
hands, as gently as he might have held a piece of egg-shell china. 

“Do you want to please me, little girl?” he whispered with his lips 
against her white-gold hair. 

Almost imperceptibly she nodded. And gently, gently, with his blood 
singing in his ears, he drew down her silken head. At the last moment, 
realizing what was expected of her, she tried to pull away. He held her 
firmly as she wriggled in his grasp. Then, with a small sigh of assent, or 
acquiescence, she did as he wished. 
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In the midst of it all he heard the white horse whinny, heard the 
angry, impatient scraping of hooves on the sandy ground. 

Afterwards her cheeks were flushed, and she refused to meet his 
eyes. As soon as she was dressed she rode off without a word or a back- 
ward glance. 

“That's the last I’ll see of her,” he thought, with guilt, and sadness, 
and under it all an immense relief. But the next evening he heard a whis- 
per of leaves, a faint clicking of hooves, and when he looked up she was 
there. She was smiling shyly, hesitantly, as though they were meeting for 
the first time. 

“I'm riding that way,” she said, pointing round the curve of the bay. 
“Come with me.” 

He shook his head. “I’m a city boy,” he said. “Never been on a horse 
in my life.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter. Put your foot in the stirrup - that’s right - and 
pull yourself up behind me.” 

He wrapped his arms around her, nuzzled her downy nape. She 
looked over her shoulder, laughed; then they were cantering briskly 
along the shore. 

“Hang on tight,” said the green-eyed girl, and she kneed the white 
horse to a gallop. 

His hat blew off. The wind tore at his shirt and stung his cheeks. He 
could feel the stallion’s great smooth muscles moving under him. They 
raced through a cow-pasture, leaped a fence. Then they were on an 
abandoned logging road, dust billowing up under the horse’s hooves, 
the lake a steel blue glitter glimpsed through fir and hemlock boughs. 
“Where in God’s name are we going?” asked the Watley man once or 
twice. But if she knew, she chose not to answer. 

Their pace slowed as the gravel road dwindled away into a narrow, 
rutted track through old-growth forest. They had left the campgrounds 
and the last of the summer cabins miles behind them; they were mov- 
ing ever deeper into unknown country, into the gathering dusk. 

When they came down to the lake again it had turned to slate grey 
and silver. A thin mist was rising. The air smelled of pine-resin, and 
water-weeds, and darkness. Here there was no beach, only a strip of 
rank grass sloping steeply down to a granite ledge. As they rode out of 
the trees the Watley man could hear the slap and suck of the dark water 
washing over the rocks. 

Without warning the girl drove her knee sharply into the stallion’s 
side. The animal snorted and at once broke into a hard gallop, pound- 
ing headlong towards the lake. Realizing too late what was happen- 
ing, the Watley man, who could no more swim than he could ride, 
snatched uselessly at the reins. Just before they plunged over the edge, 
the girl, who had been crouched over the horse’s neck, straightened 
and leaned back against the Watley man. Desperately he clutched at 
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her. Beneath his hands, where there should have been yielding flesh, he 
felt the ridges and knobs and hollows of naked bone. 

She turned, and when he saw her face a great shriek rose in his throat. 
The sound he made was like the noise of a bandsaw striking metal. 

And then he was falling and falling helplessly through bottomless 
depths of water, and the stallion swam with him, as fierce and as raven- 
ous as a great white shark. 

The lips curled back from the huge square teeth, the mane floated out 
like a tangled hank of weed. Hooves flailed, and the deadly jaws of the 
water-horse, the Each-Uisge, opened. As his lungs filled the Watley man 
felt skin, flesh, muscles tear and shred like rotten fabric. Blood gushed, 
coiling and flowering around him. 

In a bright cascade of bubbles the water-horse dragged its prey to the 
bottom. The last thing the Watley man saw was a dark gleam of cobalt 
glass. Half-buried in sand and the wreckage of a salesman’s sample case 
was a Watley’s Liniment bottle. + 


Safe Return 
by Gerald Upton 


Consort with elves and dragons, will you? 
Oh? Back to mining asteroids? 
Jewel of an ancient pantheon, 

Your head of a planet, 

Arace, a culture, 

A room full of chatter. 

Your mate an irritant stop-gap 

For now, nourishment not noticed. 
Fly back to me when you're done 
On a lift of imagination 

Like pulp heroes of old, 

Updated, concentrated, too realistic. 
Leave your prickly armour outside, 
But bring your courtly manners. 
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Edmonton writer Vivian Zenari ba technical editor with an aviation 
company. Her work has appeared in The Quarterly, Zygote, Northwords and 
on CBC Alberta Radto's "Alberta Anthology" series. "The Accordionist" is a 

haunting story about seduction and truth. 


hen Renato opened the door, he expected to see his mother in 
We hallway, having come upstairs from Italia Groceries to say 

the next auditioner had finally arrived. Instead, Mike Garofan 
himself stood there. A black accordion case sat on the floor next to him. 

“Hello,” Garofan said. “We finally meet in person.” 

Renato collected himself. Garofan was already late, and from the in- 
troductory telephone conversation they’d had the night before, Renato 
was wary. “Come in.” 

Garofan picked up the accordion case and carried it into Renato’s apart- 
ment. The man looked as though he had just stepped off the plane from 
Milan. Despite the weak glow of the alley lights from the apartment win- 
dow, Garofan’s grey Italian suit shimmered and illuminated the room like 
a lit match in the dark. His blond hair was slicked back over his head, and 
the light freckles across the bridge of his nose accentuated the pale skin 
and light blue eyes typical of the northern Italian. 

Renato motioned Garofan to the armchair across from the sofa. “Do 
you want to speak Italian?” 

Garofan slipped gracefully into the armchair. “I lived in New York for 
a time as a boy. English is almost like a mother tongue to me.” 

It was true. Garofan spoke English with only a faint accent. It was bet- 
ter than Renato’s own Italian. 

Renato sat on the sofa. “You said over the phone you've been here two 
weeks.” 

SNCS 

“Do you have family here?” 

“No. But many friends. The ones who told me that your band needed 
an accordionist.” 

Renato had not been able to find anyone who knew these friends of 
his, who had Italian names. But it was possible that some Italians had 
managed to escape the attention of the immigrant community and live 
without everyone knowing their business. 

“And you will be staying for a while?” 

“Yes, for at least three months. But by then your regular accordionist 
should be well enough to play.” 

“Hopefully.” Joe had said his arm would be mended enough to return 
to the band in a couple of months. Renato was surprised that Joe hadn’t 
broken the arm in half, rather than get a simple fracture, from the way he 
had described his fall from his parents’ front steps. “Why are you staying 
in town for so long, if you don’t mind me asking?” 

“I wanted to see my friends, get out of Italy. I have a small family 
inheritance which gives me the luxury of this trip to America. But I am 
becoming short of money, and so... .” 

“I sympathize with you totally,” Renato said. “How long have you 
been playing?” 

“About fifteen years in dance bands. But I have played many years 
before that.” 
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“That's a long time. You must have started pretty young.” 

Garofan smiled. “That's flattering of you to say.” 

Renato felt himself change colour. “Uh, what do you do when you 
aren't playing?” 

Garofan’s gaze drifted away from Renato to the open window of the 
apartment. Across the alley, old Alfonso was leaning over the railing of 
his balcony and shouting at the cats again. 

Alfonso flung one of his endless supply of slippers over the railing, 
where it crashed against the garbage cans and sent the cats yowling and 
hissing down the alley. 

Garofan said, “You live in a lively neighbourhood.” 

“That's a nice way of putting it.” 

“It’s good that you’ve stayed here. So many people move into the 
suburbs. All over the world, the old neighbourhoods are dying.” 

Renato shrugged. “I can take it or leave it.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“If I made enough money to move out of here, I would. But my day 
job doesn’t pay much, and my band money goes straight to my student 
loans. My parents don’t charge me rent, and I get my own room away 
from theirs. It’s a tradeoff.” 

“You have a fortunate arrangement, certainly. But the people in Little 
Italy are more interesting than in other parts of the city, aren’t they?” 

“T don’t know.” He thought of Alfonso yelling at all hours of the day, 
and of the men who hung out around Mario’s Bar down the street, drink- 
ing and bellowing and playing cards. “Some are. Some aren't.” 

“And where else can you find a nice Italian girl to marry?” 

Renato turned red. He was embarrassed by his blushing and blushed 
even more. “I suppose,” he muttered. He got enough of this from his 
mother. The corner of Garofan’s mouth twisted with a half-suppressed 
smile. But Renato’s reaction must have amused him enough for him not 
to pursue the matter. “And who else is in your band?” 

“Nick’s on drums, Tony’s on keyboard, and Massimo’s on rhythm 
guitar. Rosie sings.” 

“And you also play guitar.” 

SNES: 

“T hear that you play it very well.” 

“Uh, thanks.” Disarmed, Renato decided to get on track. “But we’re 
here about your music, so why don’t you play something now, Mike?” 

Garofan drew his lips into a perfect white grin. “My pleasure.” 

Garofan knelt down next to the case and tipped it on its side. He un- 
did the snaps and raised the lid, revealing a shiny black piano accordion 
nestled in the case’s blood-red lining. A red velvet cloth was tucked in 
around it. Garofan lifted the accordion out of the case by its straps and 
lowered it on his lap. He played “Ciribiribin,” “Come Back to Sorrento,” 
“La Chitarra Romana” and after some prompting from Renato, “Stardust” 
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and part of Gounod’s “Romeo and Juliet”. Renato’s throat constricted as 
he listened. Every note was struck perfectly, every song stirred in him 
the emotions that the composer had intended the music to arouse. When 
the last note ended and Garofan squeezed the bellows shut, Renato had 
to force himself to disturb the trembling in the air and speak. 

“That was fantastic.” 

“Thank you. I’m glad I pleased you.” 

“Well,” Renato said, “I’m glad you came to us. There aren’t too many 
accordionists around, you know. We had to go without one for our last 
gig. We need someone badly. We have a big wedding to do ina few weeks, 
a very big one.” 

“Really.” 

“Danny Brunetti - he’s Rosie’s cousin — is getting married. And his 
father is the most important Italian in the city.” 

“Yes, I've heard the name. This means that you have to make your 
decision quickly.” 

Renato knew he could only choose Garofan — he was the best accordi- 
onist Renato had ever heard. The other auditioners didn’t come close. He 
made Renato feel like an infant, but at least Renato wasn’t as suspicious 
of Garofan as he had been. He didn’t want to tell Garofan right away, 
though, and seem impetuous. “I'll decide in the next couple of days.” 

Garofan rose from his chair and smiled. “That's fine.” 

Renato hesitantly shook Garofan’s proffered hand. This time, the touch 
of Garofan’s skin sent shivers up his back. 

“Thank you, Renato, for having me.” Garofan picked up his accor- 
dion case and stood by the door that Renato discovered he had just run 
over and opened. 

“Have a good evening, Signor Innocenti.” With a swift bow, Garofan 
walked into the hallway. 

Renato closed the door and slumped into the armchair. What in God’s 
name had gone on there? He shut his eyes. Alfonso was silent, gone back 
inside his apartment; cars droned along distant streets, the men outside 
Mario’s Bar argued over their card game, the cats growled and clanged 
among the garbage cans. Then the strains of “Stardust” in his head pushed 
all the other sounds away. 


so 


The waitress at Mario’s Bar brought Renato and Rosie their espressos. Renato 
watched Rosie dump spoonfuls of sugar into her demitasse with great pre- 
cision. The nightly card game had moved indoors, so he and Rosie were the 
only ones sitting at one of the round tables outside the bar. 

The bickering from the card players nevertheless easily reached the 
outdoors. Renato had enough of their noise from his apartment. But Rosie 
had wanted to come here, and he couldn’t turn her down. Despite their 
long friendship, this meeting was almost a date, and Renato did not go 
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on dates often. He could tell his mother it was a date, anyway, and then 
maybe she'd get off his back. 

“You tired?” 

Renato jerked to attention at Rosie’s voice. “I guess.” 

“How come?” 

“Work’s busy. And all this practising is getting to me.” 

Rosie leaned over and tousled his hair. “Poor old Ren. You're always 
working too hard. I’m glad I dragged you out tonight.” 

“Your cousin's wedding is in two weeks. I want to be ready.” 

“We're ready, Ren. With Mike on our side, we're as ready as we've 
ever been.” Rosie shook her head. “Geez, he’s good.” 

“You shouldn’t get carried away with Garofan.” 

“Carried away?” 

“Nick said to me a few days ago we shouldn't let Joe back in at all.” 

“He isn’t staying forever,” Rosie said. 

“Just because Garofan’s fresh off the boat, you all worship him like 
some kind of god. He’s not perfect.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He’s always late. Not just for practice, but for the actual gigs.” 

“Renae.” 

“Tt bugs me, that’s all. It doesn’t make a good impression. He’s never 
where and when you want him to be.” 

“Like right now?” asked a voice behind him. 

Ghostlike in his cream-coloured suit, Garofan materialized from the 
shadows and floated into a chair beside Rosie. He kissed Rosie on the 
cheek and smiled disarmingly at Renato. “You are referring to my late 
appearance for practice last night.” 

“Last practice, and the practice before that, and the anniversary at the 
Polish Hall.” 

“Sometimes these things start too early for me. I’m not used to it.” 

Rosie laughed. “Renato’s just jealous.” 

Renato picked up a spoon and stirred his espresso. “I’m not jealous.” 

“You should be,” Garofan murmured. He grabbed Rosie by the shoul- 
ders and pulled her up close in an exaggerated romantic hold. “My dear, 
you must come back with me to Italy.” 

Rosie chuckled and pushed him away. “You Italians are all alike. Can’t 
keep your hands off women.” 

A group of young men wandered out of the bar. Among them were 
Nick and Danny Brunetti. Nick spotted Renato and sauntered unsteadily 
over to Renato’s table. The men rapidly converged on Garofan, almost 
tipping Renato over in their eagerness. 

“Hey, Mike,” Nick drawled. He slapped Garofan on the back and 
grinned lasciviously at Rosie. “You got one hell of a lady, Mike.” He winked 
at Renato. “Too bad you didn’t crawl out of your mother’s store and make 
your move sooner, Ren.” 
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Everyone laughed. “I don’t know what you're talking about,” Rosie 
said, although Renato noticed that she did not seem displeased. “Ignore 
him, Mike. He’s just a drunken Sicilian.” 

Garofan raised an eyebrow. “What other kinds of Sicilians are there?” 

Nick said, “How would you know?” 

Garofan shrugged. “My mother’s Sicilian.” 

The crowd's laughter was deafening. Nick said, “You're a riot, Mike. 
A regular comedian. Too bad you can’t tell jokes as good as you play.” 

Someone said, “Why don’t you play something, Mike? Mario’s got an 
accordion back in the bar.” 

The young men shouted their approval. Some of them ran off to the 
fetch the instrument. The crowd pressed closer around the table. Renato 
could smell alcohol and sweat on them. 

Suddenly he spotted Joe Guido, the band’s original accordionist, talking 
to another man outside the door of the bar. Joe’s right arm was in a cast. 

“Hey, there’s Joe,” Renato said. 

Nick jogged over to Joe, and after a quick exchange, Nick led the 
accordion player to the table. “Meet your replacement, Joe!” 

Joe began to slow down as he approached the table. Nick almost had 
to pull him the rest of way. 

Garofan rose and held out his hand. “A pleasure to meet you, Joe.” 

Joe’s expression was blank. Slowly, Joe raised his free hand and held it 
up for Garofan to grasp. Garofan took Joe’s hand and squeezed it until 
Joe pulled it free. 

“Have you two already met?” Renato asked. 

“No,” Joe said. 

Garofan smiled. “Who knows? We may have run into each other some- 
where without officially being introduced.” 

“T don’t think so.” 

“No?” Garofan asked. “Maybe at a club in town?” 

“No.” 

“How’s your arm, Joe?” Rosie asked. “Will you be back in working 
order soon?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You fractured it falling down some stairs, did you, Joe,” Garofan said. 
“You must have twisted yourself into quite an awkward position on your 
fall.” 

Joe turned away. “I’ve got to go.” 

Garofan sat down and watched Joe stride rapidly away from the build- 
ing and down the sidewalk. 

Renato leaned across the table toward Garofan. “You know him.” 

Garofan regarded him with a deep blue gaze. “I know many people, 
Renato.” 

A mass of people suddenly exploded around their table. Someone 
pushed a small, white concertina into Garofan’s lap. Garofan laughed when 
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he saw it, but he picked it up and began to play a quick folksy song. People 
cheered. Some began to dance, kicking their heels and swirling around 
their arms in a mock peasant square dance. Wine bottles were tossed on the 
table. Renato picked one up and drank. 

After an hour, events stopped coming clearly to him. He could grasp 
only a wash of details: Nick’s extravagant introduction of Garofan, the 
whistling of the crowd, the spray of beer on his arm, the wine-scented breeze 
on his face, the clipped chords of the accordion, then Garofan’s smooth, 
lilting voice and the crowd’s gleeful chorus, all crescendoing and 
decrescendoing like a rush of waves on a shore. Under the bar’s neon sign 
the faces around the table shone bright orange into the dark, and Garofan’s 
eyes glowed like a cat's. 

Renato felt sick. His ears were ringing. He rose from the table, and no 
one seemed to notice. Woozy and weak, he stumbled down the street away 
from the table, from those brutish, loud Italians, from Garofan. 

The sounds from the bar diminished to a buzz as he walked. His feet 
dragged on the street as if he were treading on wet concrete. He was escap- 
ing, finally. It was just for today, but maybe every little escape would one 
day lead to the one that would take him away forever. 

Suddenly Renato felt a hand on his shoulder. He lurched around and 
found himself facing Garofan. 

“J don’t think you should try going home by yourself, Renato.” 

“T can make it.” Renato stepped away from Garofan’s hand, tripping 
over his feet a little. 

“Are you going to leave Rosie there alone?” 

“You'll be there. That’s what you want.” 

“T don’t think so.” 

“You don’t think so. Piss off.” 

“Let me walk you home.” 

“No. Go back to your party.” 

“T think you’re angry with me.” 

“No, I’m not angry,” Renato said. “It’s just that I hate you. You and the 
rest of them. So get lost.” 

“Why do you hate us?” 

“You're all the same.” He didn’t quite know how to explain it. “You all 
think you’re something special, but you're greasy and slimy and stupid.” 

“Me too?” 

Renato thought, yes, especially you, but that wasn’t right, that wasn’t 
exactly what he felt. 

“T think I understand,” Garofan whispered. He reached out to touch 
Renato’s arm. “Your soul is in the dark, my friend.” 

Renato pulled back. He had to escape again. He turned and lurched down 
the street as quickly as his numb, heavy feet would let him. When reached 
the corner that led to his alley, he looked behind him. Garofan was gone. 

He continued toward his apartment, and tears came to his eyes. God, 
god, when will I get out of here? 
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As soon as Renato walked into the Villa Napoli for Danny Brunetti’s 
wedding reception, he knew that it would be like every other Italian wed- 
ding he had ever been to. Six hundred people were crammed into the dark, 
wood-panelled dance hall at long pink-papered tables. At each end of the 
hall, a rainbow made of multicoloured balloons curved against the wall 
from floor to ceiling. 

Women in red or blue cocktail dresses and men in dark grey suits chat- 
ted among the tables, while girls in pink frilly dresses and boys in sus- 
penders chased each other across the dance floor. Waitresses served 
Sambuca and Grand Marnier in shooter glasses on silver trays to the guests. 
A string quartet played in the centre of the dance floor. Renato could not 
imagine anyone wanting to go through this kind of spectacle. Of course, if 
any father could afford a production number like this for his son, it was 
Guilio Brunetti, owner of several manufacturing businesses and the Ital- 
ian community’s most celebrated citizen. 

Renato and his band were both guests and performers at the wedding. 
After the meal of antipasto, canneloni, prime rib and spumone ice cream, 
Renato and the band began final preparations on stage behind the curtain 
for their performance. Fifteen minutes before the band was supposed to 
start, Garofan walked on the stage. Garofan tried to speak to him, but 
Renato turned his back on the accordionist without responding and con- 
tinued to adjust the settings on his amplifier, his face burning with anger. 
Garofan did not insist, but hurried off to set up his equipment. 

Twenty minutes later, the dance began, and Renato’s band played. 

By the time the band had its first break, the air hung wet and hazy with 
cigarette smoke. The guests were frenzied and wild-eyed from hurling their 
overfed and overliquored bodies through Garofan’s rumbas and tarantel- 
las. Even after the music stopped, they still seemed to want to dance. 

Throngs of guests swelled between the tables, shouting and stomping 
and colliding into each other, as though seeking out someone who could 
bring them alive again. 

Renato stood alone on the stage and watched his band mingle with the 
crowd. He followed the outer rings of an especially large and boisterous 
group and was not surprised to find Garofan in the middle of it, seated at 
the head of a table, the only fair one in a sea of dark hair and skin. 

Next to him was the stove-like figure of Guilio Brunetti. 

“Hey, Ren, what are doing up there by yourself?” 

He looked down and saw Rosie on the floor in front of the stage. “Come 
down here. Mr Brunetti wants to talk to you.” 

Renato didn’t want to gonear his accordionist. Throughout the evening, 
Garofan had tried to corner Renato alone somewhere to speak to him, but 
Renato had been able to avoid him. But he couldn’t say no to Guilio Brunetti. 
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Renato climbed off the stage, and he and Rosie made their way through 
the swirling, electrified crowd. When they arrived at the mob around 
Brunetti’s table, Brunetti shouted an order, and the crowd parted for them. 
Rosie sat in a vacant seat next to Garofan, and Renato stood awkwardly 
beside Brunetti’s chair. 

“I would like to congratulate you on the fine job your group has been 
doing.” Brunetti’s thick purple lips groped around the English words. 

“Thank you. It’s been our pleasure.” 

Nick materialized and pushed a rye and Coke into Renato’s hand and 
placed a glass of water on the table in front of Garofan. 

Brunetti turned away from Renato to the accordionist. “You don’t drink, 
Signor Garofan?” 

“Not when I'm playing.” 

Brunetti watched with interest as Garofan sipped from the glass. 

“That's very conscientious of you.” 

Garofan lifted a napkin from the table and wiped his lips. Brunetti’s 
eyes flickered over the younger man’s face, and he twisted his glass in his 
thick-fingered hands. Reluctantly, he turned back to Renato. 

“Signor Garofan has done the community a great service by joining your 
band when you needed help. It’s too bad he’s leaving us soon.” 

“What?” 

“Just before Mike left to come here he got a phone call from Italy,” Rosie 
said. “His brother’s sick, so he’s going back to Italy tomorrow morning.” 

Renato looked incredulously at Garofan. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 

Garofan returned his gaze evenly. “I tried to.” 

“You will be coming back, won’t you, Mike?” Brunetti pressed. 

“Perhaps.” 

“Try.” Brunetti raised his wine glass in a salute and the accordionist did 
the same with his water. Brunetti drained his glass quickly. A few drops of 
wine fell from his lips and tiny red stains spread on his shirt cuff. Garofan 
looked at the stains and then caught Brunetti’s eye. Their gazes locked. Af- 
ter a few seconds, Garofan looked away; but Renato saw Garofan smile 
quietly to himself as he picked up his glass of water and drank. 

Renato decided this would be a good time to announce the end of the 
break. He thanked Brunetti again and left the table before his other band 
members could react or complain. 

The band took two more breaks during the evening. At each break, 
Garofan and Brunetti sat together, while Renato and the rest of the band 
circulated among the other guests. 

Renato was relieved when the band finished their last song and the re- 
maining guests gravitated to the doors. Mercifully, he saw little of his accor- 
dionist while the band was loading the equipment into the van. Garofan 
always managed to find something else to do besides help pack up after a 
dance, and tonight he disappeared soon after he carried his accordion 
case off the stage. 
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By two in the morning, the band was ready to leave. Renato stood on 
the front steps of the Villa Napoli and watched Rosie, Massimo and Tony 
drive the van out of the parking lot and up the street, with Nick’s car put- 
tering behind. A cool gust of wind riffled his hair, and he shuddered be- 
neath the moonlit sky. 

He realized that Garofan had not appeared. Garofan’s borrowed red 
Fiat was not in the lot or on the street. Yet he could have sworn he heard 
Garofan’s voice when he stepped outside a few minutes ago. 

He went through the Villa’s front doors into the darkened foyer. No 
one was there. He heard the clatter of dishes from the left-hand corridor 
leading to the kitchen. Except for the kitchen workers, everyone seemed to 
be gone. He looked down the corridor to his right and saw a door at the end. 
He did not know why, but he decided to walk down the dark hallway to the 
door. He turned the knob, but the door was locked. Just as he was about to 
leave, Renato heard a click. He tried the door again; this time, it opened. 
Renato’s hands became moist with sweat. But he walked through the door. 

Behind the door was a steep staircase. Renato took it down to a small 
dining room. He walked to the centre of the room, and his eyes adjusted to 
the darkness. Light seeped through a crack between thick curtains drawn 
across the windows on one side of the room. Some tables were pushed out 
of the way against the walls, their chairs stacked on top of them, leaving a 
large space in the centre of the room clear. 

Renato heard a noise behind him. He turned and saw Garofan at the 
door. His heart thumped hard in his chest. 

“Did I frighten you?” Garofan’s voice reverberated eerily in the room. 

Sess 

“I’m sorry I have to leave you, Renato.” 

“The band has a gig next week, and I won’t have an accordionist.” 

“T want to stay. Very much. But it’s out of my control.” 

Renato regretted his anger. Garofan’s brother was ill, after all. “How 
did you get here, anyway? Your car isn’t in the lot.” 

“I walked.” 

Renato knew how far the Villa was from downtown. But Garofan’s flat 
voice seemed to be a warning to him not to probe the point further. “You're 
not supposed to be in here.” He licked his lips. “Let’s go.” 

“No,” Garofan said, his soft voice carrying across the still space between 
them. “Not yet.” 

“Why not?” 

Garofan tilted his head down, so that the light shifted around him, and 
his eyes became black hollows in the bone-white peaks of his face. “I am 
going to make you an offer.” 

The room picked up the words and sent them softly echoing along the 
walls. Renato’s instincts urged him to run, but this time those eyes pinned 
him and he could not move. When the echo died, Garofan flowed for- 
ward, his feet making no noise, and advanced across the floor to Renato. 
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As he came nearer, all the light seemed to drain away and gather round 
him, so that he became the only source of light, irradiating the hall with 
the torch-like brilliance of his body and the platinum sheen of his eyes. 
Garofan did not stop until the cuff of his sleeve grazed Renato’s hand, 
and his chest brushed Renato’s chest. 

Renato felt a cold breath on his cheek as Garofan bent his glowing 
white face to down to his. 

Garofan’s lips parted in an angelic smile and behind his snow white 
teeth his tongue flicked. 

“Can you be seduced, do you think?” he whispered. 

The slitted blue eyes penetrated Renato’s heart — saw his heart - and 
Renato felt himself being drawn forward — he took a step forward — and 
Garofan kissed him, very gently. It was like a silk scarf being drawn slowly 
across his lips, and it was brief, too brief. 

When it stopped, Renato began to shake. What have I done? “What,” 
he said out-loud. 

Garofan’s cold blue eyes warmed with sudden excitement. “One thing, 
Renato, before you decide what you have done.” 

Garofan held Renato’s forearm and guided him out into the anteroom. 
They went to another closed door. Garofan gingerly turned the doorknob 
and the door sprang open. A single window hung in the room, letting ina 
faint light, and a desk and bookshelves crowded like shadows in the small 
space. Renato heard a sharp breath from the other side of the room. 

Garofan moved toward the corner from where the sound came. “Close 
the door, please, Renato.” 

Renato obeyed. He followed Garofan deeper into the room. 

Aman was slumped down on the floor against the wall in the corner. 
Garofan stood in front of the man for a moment, then he dropped to his 
knees and disappeared in the dusk. 

“Come here.” Garofan’s voice drifted from the shadows. “Signor 
Brunetti doesn’t mind.” 

Renato walked toward the two men. When he was at Garofan’s back, 
Garofan reached out and dragged Renato by the arm to the floor beside him. 

Brunetti was pressed against the wall. Sweat stained his white shirt, 
and his belt and shirt buttons were undone. His tie and shirt jacket were 
missing. He breathed heavily and his eyes were glassy. 

“What's wrong with him?” Renato asked. 

“Too much to drink. Tired. Too much to eat.” Garofan paused. “Too 
much of me.” 

God, Renato thought. 

“You see, Renato,” Garofan said, “everyone wants me. Mr Brunetti 
here, for instance, and some people who have become angry with Mr 
Brunetti and his associates.” 

Brunetti moaned through his clenched jaws and surged forward. 
Garofan gently nudged him back. 

“Watch,” Garofan said. “It may please you.” 
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Garofan placed his hands on Brunetti’s shoulders. Brunetti’s eyes wid- 
ened. Garofan leaned close and brushed the man’s cheek with his lips and 
slid his mouth along Brunetti’s face and down to his neck. 

A light flashed in Garofan’s hand. The old man began to struggle, and 
Garofan straddled Brunetti and pressed one arm against the older man’s 
chest. Renato jumped to his feet and ran back a few steps, but then he 
stopped and turned to look. 

Renato did not know what was happening until he saw a drop of blood 
fall on Brunetti’s sleeve. The knife came into full view and flicked quickly 
again against Brunetti’s neck. Brunetti writhed more desperately, his eyes 
rolling up in his head, even as the dark line trickling down his sleeve be- 
came a torrent. Suddenly Brunetti stopped struggling, and his eyes closed. 
Garofan allowed Brunetti to collapse to the ground. Blood covered Brunetti’s 
chest and a gash ripped across his neck. 

Garofan sat back and wiped blood from his chin. 

“Tm glad you didn’t run away.” 

Renato didn’t know why he hadn't. For the rest of his life, he would 
wonder why he hadn’t. “So now you're going to kill me.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. Is that all this has meant to you?” 

“Meant?” 

Garofan wiped the blade across Brunetti’s sleeve and slipped it into his 
suit jacket pocket. 

“One less wop in the world is a little less trouble for you, no?” 

“What kind of person do you think I am?” 

“Someone who doesn’t like where he is. Who he is.” Garofan leaned 
forward and held his breath. “Before, in the other room, that’s where and 
who you wanted to be.” 

Renato’s body tingled with the memory of it, the touch of Garofan’s 
hand on his arm and lips on his lips. It had felt so good. But now it was all 
tied together with the dead man lying in front of him. Garofan had set it all 
up, even with Joe. God, what had he done to Joe? 

Garofan was studying Renato’s face closely, and he seemed to read into 
it what Renato had already concluded. “Then I’ve made a mistake.” 

Garofan rose. He stood in front of the body as if trying to hide it from 
Renato. “I’ve dealt with many people over the years. You can’t imagine how 
most men change when fulfilment of their secret desires is within their grasp.” 

Renato’s secret desires. 

“But I’ve miscalculated.” He looked down at the body. “Your hate isn’t 
as strong as I thought it was.” Garofan smiled ruefully. “Neither is your 
desire.” He added softly, “I was hoping for a happier conclusion for myself 
as well.” 

Garofan had awakened something strong in him. Even now, despite 
being so afraid his mouth was dry and his body numb, blood throbbed in 
his groin and his head. But Garofan was right: his desire wasn’t as strong 
as murder. 
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Garofan sighed. “Now I will have to dispose of him in some clever 
way.” He looked up at Renato. “Tell no one about this. If my employers 
find out you witnessed it, believe me, you will be dealt with.” He paused. 
“So will I, if they discover I brought you here.” 

Who would believe him, if he tried to tell anyone? And he wanted to 
protect Garofan, whatever he was. Because that moment in the room was 
something Renato had never thought he would ever experience, and he 
knew he could never experience in the same way again. “I can’t forget 
about it. But I won’t say anything, either.” 

“Thank you.” The Italian smiled faintly. “Then, maybe, one day, my 
dear, you will come back with me to Italy.” 

An opening. 

“Now get out of here.” 

Renato backed slowly out of the room. Garofan watched him with what 
seemed to be regret and longing, but he made no movement. Then Renato 
was out the door and charging up the stairs. When he reached the foyer, 
all the lights were out. Renato walked quickly through the building. As 
soon as he got outside, he began to run to his car. He looked over his shoul- 
der, but Garofan was not there. 

As he ran, Renato wondered when the thrashing of emotions in him 
would start to shake apart the life he assumed he would always be living. ¥ 


Sacrificing What You Love 
by Corrine DeWinter 


“Tonight, he will come,” 
she said, 
“And I will be ready.” 


The cups and saucers cower in the kitchen. 
The trembling reaches the sunflowers 

out in the garden. 

A bottle of wine sweats 

out its slow execution. 


A sound drops. 


“Ts it you?” 

She asks with a sugar dipped voice 
through a screen. 

“No, ‘tis I, the scarecrow 
weathered and worn, 

crucified on this pole 

from dusk to dawn.” 
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“And for that,” says she, 

“T will never put you down.” 

Something crawls. 

“Is it you?” She peeks 
through a moth-eaten curtain. 
“No, ‘tis I, the grinning face 
that you carved and hollowed 
from the patch. 

“The candle flame scorches, 
my features cave in.” 


“And for that I shall eat what I’ve stolen 
from you 
and let you watch my mouth devour the view.” 


The evening deepens. 

Caravans take leave across the desert 
and a dead leaf screams 

under a heavy foot. 


“Ts it you?” she queries to the blotted night. 


“No, it is us, the regrets from your past. 

You call us forth and we have arisen 

from unquiet graves 

to seek solace in playing our part once again.” 


“And for that I shall see that peace 
comes to you soon.” 

She stood them like dominoes 

in the next room. 


A star jumps from its place 
and disintegrates. 


“Ts it you?” her words drift 
toward the half-eaten limbs 
of the slumped elm. 
“Who?” the owl echoes 
with his singular hymn. 


“Tonight he will come. 

My smile will be wider 

than a jack o’ lantern, 

my tongue will be cured with wine, 

my sins will be ready to click their heels 
and on the sheets my body 

positioned like a scarecrow, 

heartless and unhinged 

waiting for the infidel.” ‘ 


o, 
° 
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IngAthe Belly 


Cat 


of 


by Keith Scott 


Keith Scott’s fiction has appeared in On Spec, Space ¢ Time, Tesseracts 5 
and On Spec: The First Five Years and several of his stories have been 


read on the CBC. “In the Belly of the Cat” finds humour at the heart of 
our worst fears. 


Clicks and murmurings surround me. I slide forward on my body tray into 
the belly of the cat, a well-oiled slide into this looming metal donut, this 
menacing presence, alien and diminishing, cat-named and menacingly cat- 
like, and I am flooded with trapped mouse feelings as it draws me into its 
mouth. ... 

“All right, Mr. Wolfson,” the technician’s voice pulls me back from the 
edge of hysteria, “take a deep breath and hold it.” Her voice is electroni- 
cally disembodied and it is only then I realize I am utterly alone in this room 
with the cat-creature, and my mind goes back to the day in the library when 
I looked it up in Grayson's Medical Tests. 


CAT - (Computerized Axial Tomography) An 
advanced X-ray procedure, commonly called 
CAT scan, where scanner and detector rotate 
around the patient... 


In the belly of the cat. What better time or place to weigh the ponderables 


in my life? You'll probably recognize that as a Woodyism. Remember Annie 
Hall? I go into one of my filmic play-backs. 
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Woody Allen is talking to Diane Keaton outside the locker room at the 
tennis club. He says, in that disarmingly inept but cerebral way of his, 
“There is a time and place for all of us to weigh the inconsistencies in our 
lives.” 

For me, Mark Wolfson at age thirty-four, my time and place will be in 
the belly of the cat. Wouldn’t Woody agree? And wouldn't he, like me, 
freely admit to an ocean of angst? 

Ella, my live-in soulmate, infers that I have no guts. I feel this is an 
overstatement and I intend to take it up with her one day soon. I also 
think it is over with Ella and me. I intend to take that up with her too. 
Soon. 

Wham! A single red eye on the metal donut, cyclopian and sinister, 
springs alive barely ten inches above my head. There are words splattered 
about the eye and I squint to read them — Laser Aperture. Do Not Stare Into 
Beam. I snap my eyes tight shut and mutter a string of goddamns and 
jesuschrists while my angst climbs into screeching hyperdrive. 

Ella knew. She always does. “I'll take time off and drive you to the 
hospital,” she offers. I decline in a flood of male something-or-other and 
she lets it go with a hurt frown on her face. 

The disembodied tech’s voice pulls me back to the lair of the cat. 
“Breathe again,” she says. I breathe again and try to guess where she is. 
She could be two hospital floors above or below me, I think savagely. 

Cautiously I open one eye. The red light above my head is now off and 
I stare at the words, General Electric, emblazoned on the metal donut, 
above the red eye, and I note that General is one letter shorter than Elec- 
tric on the other side of the round company logo - and I wonder why the 
hell am I dealing with these inconsequences? 

I think back to the day in the specialist’s office. It’s a small nodule in 
the left chest, the respirologist tells me, about eight millimetres across. 
That’s one millimetre short of the width of a bullet from a Glock auto- 
matic pistol, I tell myself with completely relevant association. I ponder 
which would be more lethal? The bullet or the nodule? 

“What does it mean?” IJ say finally. 

“Do you smoke, Mr Wolfson?” the respirologist asks. 

Of course not, smoking is a dirty, filthy, expensive habit, and I gave it 
up about three very long weeks ago. 

“No, I don’t smoke,” I answer with shaped truth. 

Ella has been at me for a long time. “You really must take better care of 
yourself, Markie,” she says. I laugh and remind her that I am a practising 
hypochondriac, and have been ever since I was a little tadpole. 

Ella goes silent as she always does when I mention my childhood. One 
memory sticks out above all others. I am an only child and one day, in 
early 1963, we are riding the westbound Queen streetcar - my father, 
mother and I. I’d be four, maybe five, and I am excited because it is un- 
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usual to be with my father and mother together, to be going somewhere, 
to be doing something as a family. 

My mother and father begin to argue loudly, loudly enough for every- 
body in the streetcar to notice, and I am shocked to find they are arguing 
about me - about who will take me. Abruptly my father gets up from his 
seat and starts for the streetcar door. 

Mother follows him, shouting she doesn’t want me either. I am terri- 
fied they will both get off the streetcar. ... 

Ella cries for two days when I tell her this story of my childhood when 
I was four, maybe five. Then, the third day, she stops crying and she and 
her cat move in with me, and I’ve been waiting for two years for her to get 
up and start walking toward that streetcar door. I am seriously convinced 
she is contemplating such a move, particularly after the insane incident 
with Mal, her cat. 

Face it, life is incredibly insane. That’s another Woodyism. I still find 
most of what Woody says and writes to be satisfying and prophetic, even 
after all this business with Mia Farrow. To me, Woody is kin, part of the 
family. So are Alec Guiness, Meryl Streep, Robin Williams, John Cleese — 

A white-coated man appears beside me as I slide back out of the belly 
of the cat. He is the radiologist and his round face is earnest and sincere 
behind his glasses. 

“We're going to try a needle biopsy on that nodule,” he says, “using 
the CAT scan to guide us. Trouble is, it’s only the size of a pea. Hard to hit.” 

I swallow and nod. 

“Another problem,” he adds. “Air tends to leak out of the lung when 
we re-position the guide needle. If I stay in too long you get a 
pneumothorax.” 

“Pneumo —?” 

“A collapsed lung,” he says. “I’d say . .. maybe there’s a fifty per cent 
chance we'll get one.” 

Oh great! I slip into another of my cinematic recalls. 

Captain Ahab, a.k.a. Gregory Peck, on the side of Moby Dick awash in 
the Great Southern Sea, thrusts his harpoon deep into the chest of the great 
white whale, searching out that nodule. 

Then it hits me. Fifty per cent! I routinely turn down ninety-nine per- 
cent sure things. I’m just not genetically geared for derring-do. 

Yet I hear myself, cool and hip, saying to the radiologist, “We’ve come 
this far, doctor. Might as well go for it.” Insanity, Woody mutters thickly 
into my ear as we slide back into the cat to recheck coordinates. 

I can’t remember when I first developed my dislike for cats, but I have 
to say that Mal holds a special place in my disinclination toward members 
of his persuasion. As I said earlier, Mal - and I’m utterly convinced his 
name should be short for malevolent - came with Ella. Actually it’s short 
for Malcolm, a one-time boyfriend of Ella’s, and I think Mal is the only 
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earthly being upon whom Ella bestowed a vengeful act. Shortly after 
Malcolm left her, she had Mal the cat neutered. 

My feelings for Mal spring from some primal source deep within me. 
Since he is an albino, his sight and hearing are limited. I disliked him far 
less in his limited state, but when Ella outfitted him with contact lenses 
and a hearing aid, the picture changed completely. Now the creature treats 
every sight and sound of me with profound disgust. A clear case of tech- 
nology overplaying its hand. All of which leads up to the pivotal happen- 
ing in our three way relationship — Ella, Mal and me. 

Ella is at her Tai Chi class one evening and IJ am left in the apartment 
with Mal. Now, Ella changes Mal’s contact lenses religiously once a week, 
washing and cleaning them, putting them back on, all done while Mal is 
zonked on a Valium. There is no problem with the hearing aid. It is held 
on with a little harness studded with rhinestones to which Mal has be- 
come vainly attached. 

No, the problem is with the Valium. I begin to notice that Mal looks 
forward to his weekly fix. And on this particular evening, Ella’s night at 
Tai Chi, he manages to find the pill bottle and he chews the child-proof lid 
off and the first thing I see is Mal falling all over the floor with a silly cat- 
grin on his rhinestone harnessed face. 

I ignore him and go on watching my two hundredth run of Orson 
Welles in Citizen Kane on the VCR, avoiding the fact that Mal is ODing on 
Valium right before my eyes. I can ignore it no longer when he finally 
rolls over on his back with all four legs pointing shakily skyward. That’s 
when it bursts upon me that this is my chance to endear myself to Mal, to 
perhaps win affection from his felonious little cat heart. 

Iam giving Mal mouth-to-mouth resuscitation with queasy determi- 
nation when Ella returns and takes in the stark tableau in one glance. Me, 
an admitted non-admirer, with my hands about Mal’s throat on the living 
room floor, my mouth wrapped about his grotty snout. To her eyes, Jam 
either choking the life out of Mal, or I have developed unnatural appe- 
tites. 

In reality I am fighting nausea as wave after wave of rancid tuna smell, 
overlaced with Valium, passes from Mal’s open mouth to mine. Tuna is a 
noted partiality with him, the gamier the better. 

I'll not mention the brand. 

Confusion and misunderstanding prevail. Ella is pulling and scream- 
ing at me to stop. I am just about to do this when Mal comes back to life 
and bites me on the upper lip to indicate that old animosities remain firmly 
in place. ... 

Cut back to the hospital. Both earnest Whitecoat and the technician 
are with me now. The technician draws a diagram on my bare chest with 
an arctic-cold felt marker. The doctor gives me more complicated detail 
about the procedure under the delusion this will lower my monstrous 
anxiety, which is now clearly evident even to him. 
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“When I’m into the lung with the guide needle, try to breathe as shal- 
lowly as possible, Mr Wolfson,” he says. I nod and think giddily to my- 
self, I know what I'll do. I'll just stop breathing entirely. That’s what the 
hell I'll do. 

Mr Wolfson, indeed! Son of a wolf. Well, this chicken wolf wants out. 
But how do you turn off something like this? Just say, I am fixated on life, 
doctor, and this business seems death-centred? Or, I have still to reach my 
perfect moment, to pass the test of relevancy - so I definitely want out? 

But what I say, to my unbelieving ears, is: “All perfectly clear, doctor. 
Thank you for taking the time to inform me.” 

Whitecoat injects the guide needle into my anesthetized side and once 
again we slide back into the belly of the cat to check position. The tiny 
windows on either side of the GE logo click off the LED coordinates. 

“Romeo, this is Bravo,” John Wayne mutters into his handset in The 
Green Berets. “Lay me down a straddle of APRs at zero-nine-eighter, range 
nine hundred.” 

“Roger that, Bravo,” comes the answer. Wayne shuts off his radio. “In- 
coming nasty business,” The Duke calls out to his weary platoon, “keep 
your heads down, paysans.” 

We slide back out again and the radiologist repositions the guide needle. 
I actually listen for the hiss of air escaping from my chest. 

“Holyshi-molly,” exclaims Luke Skywalker as he flick rolls his fighter 
away from an Empire scout hard on his tail in Star Wars, “We're holed and 
I’m losing cockpit pressure.” 

At last we are ready for the final plunge. Between shallow breaths, I 
catch a glimpse of the actual biopsy needle and it looks jesusly long. 

“Now hold your breath and, whatever you do, don’t breathe,” 
Whitecoat warns me. I feel two or three vicious thrusts deep within me 
and a turning twisting motion to get a good sample, and then he is out 
and holding the syringe straight up to the light. 

“Captain Peter Blood at your service, sir,” Errol Flynn says to the pi- 
rate captain. He lunges forward with his rapier catching the pirate cap- 
tain high in his left chest, in the upper thoracic supra lobe, and then with- 
draws his blade and holds it straight up before him in a salute to the 
expiring pirate... . 

When Ella and I take in a Blue Jays game at the tail end of the season we 
run into her ex-boyfriend, Malcolm. He is between relationships again and I 
don’t like the way he turns those slumbrous blue Joe Namath eyes on Ella. 

“How’s Mal?” he asks. 

“Fine,” Ella breathes. “I think he misses you.” 

“That's not all he’s missing,” I blurt out, thinking about the neutering. 
They both look at me strangely and I wonder why I’m alive. Then they 
look back at each other, and I and forty-five thousand other people in 
SkyDome are not even there. 
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My attention is pulled back to the lair of the cat. I’m rolled back into | 
the donut for one confirming last look. Back out again I find the doctor 
and the tech on either side of me. 

“Not such good news, Mr Wolfson,” Whitecoat begins. “We missed 
that nodule.” 

He waits for me to say something. I say nothing. 

“I think we should try again in three months,” he goes on. “Or, if it’s 
still the same size, we can just forget about it.” 

For some idiotic reason I am insanely happy. Procrastination is the 
mother of fulfilment. Any question about incompetence, sloppy proce- 
dure, missed targets — all is swept away ina flood of relief. Just get me my 
clothes and let me out of here. 

The tech puts her hand on my shoulder. “Please lie still, Mr Wolfson. 
We're calling your lady to come and get you. You won’t be moving for an 
hour or so.” She adds kindly, “You shouldn’t try to go home alone.” 

They roll in a gurney and transfer me expertly from the CAT body 
tray onto it and I am parked in a drafty hallway to ponder my short life 
with Ella. 

Humphrey Bogart holds Ingrid at arms length from him on the fog- 
laden tarmac at Casablanca airport. “Here’s looking at you, kid,” he says 
in his gravelly, drained-of-life voice. Ingrid looks back at him for a long 
moment and then she turns and walks off into the swirling mist. . . . 

I try a shallow sigh, lying on my gurney in that hospital hallway now 
filling with a swirling mist, and at first I resist, but then I begin to wonder. 
Will Ella really come? 

I mean, isn’t this a legitimate question? What better time for her to 
leave? I even see Ella’s face framed with soft curls leaning over me and I 
surrender myself to the exquisite tragedy of it all. 

And then I see Woody beside her. 

“Incredible,” Woody murmurs and a sly cat-grin spreads over his rhine- 
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stone harnessed face... . % 


Tripping 
by Kurt Newton 


I found a world floating 

down a fresh-water stream, 
I picked it up dripping 

and swallowed it whole. 
Moss began growing 

at the tips of my feet, 
So I settled down napping 

and called myself home. 
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All substances are my own mind 

and this mind is emptiness, 

unarisen and unobstructed. 
Tibetan Book of the Dead 


e float in the space between beads of light, among strange 
W:=: cluttered constellations. Blue Pleione flashes brightly be 

hind us, urging us to return. But our exploration is done, and 
we turn our thoughts to home. 

I float in the transit room, hardwired to the ship, ready to take us 
across the galaxy. The captain signals green. So now I clear my mind, 
empty it of thought, abandon this place... . 

We float in nothingness. The crew saw blackness swallow the stars, 
the planets. Some of them think we are in a tunnel passing through 
solid space; some think the blackness is solid and we are fixed in it; 
some believe God has closed His eyes. 
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Scientists have data to show that we are in another dimension, or that 
we are between dimensions. But I know the truth. I saw light, pure and 
formless, fill the space between the stars and engulf our ship. I saw the 
light dissolve to black, to nothingness. 

We have found a way to reach the centre of everything, the point 
where everything converges, from which everything rises, but nothing 
exists. No space, matter or time. It is the intersection of infinite possibilities. 

I have looked out of the portholes and seen my soul reflected in the 
blackness. I do not fear this place. With each transit I become part of it. It 
is my flawless, present awareness, empty, naked and awake. 

I don’t look out any more but stay in the transit room, which has no 
windows, because only I can take us back to the universe we know. So 
now I direct my thoughts to home. 

Looking inward, to the emptiness in my mind, I construct the space 
we wish to occupy, with all its matter and time organized around us. I 
imagine the universe from where we want to be, building it in layers, 
storing each in digital memory and then adding another. The planets 
and solid debris in their orbits, the stars, the glowing gases, all things 
take their places. 

And we are there. 

I feel the arrival, in my windowless room, like a door slammed shut. 

The crew cheers. The lights have come on. We have emerged from the 
tunnel. God has opened His eyes upon our home. 

We float above a blue planet, in black space sparkling with familiar 
constellations. A steely voice announces the galactic coordinates to three 
decimal places. 

As the crew stabilizes our orbit and prepares for landfall, I disconnect 
myself from the ship. Afloat in the transit room, my chamber, adrift in 
my own private blackness. I am diminished by the transit, for I have left 
another piece of my soul in the nothingness. 

Later, I will go down with them on mandatory gravity leave. The 
crew will smile and nod, say “good transit” or “well done”, while re- 
spectfully keeping their distance. On the surface, no one will be there to 
greet me. A small part of me yearns for the sight of a familiar face, but I 
have no memories of faces, only vague recollections that I once had a 
family and friends. Even my own face reflected in the polished metal 
doors at the landing station seems unfamiliar. My past is a neutron star — 
compact, featureless and irretrievable. 

Later, as I wander alone on the hard streets of this planet, my mind will 
drift towards the sky. I do not fear the tug of matter, but it saddens me. 

Later. Now, I sleep. 

And when my attendants come to wake me and they will find me 
curled in a foetal ball. Before they wake me they will carefully measure 
the pulsating sphere of blackness floating near my head to determine 
how much longer they can afford to keep me. + 
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omething was happening. He could feel it. The space he occu 

pied was contracting, drawing in closer those intangible wisps of 

colour, movement and emotion that had for so long been a constant 
feature in the ever-shifting white light. Now they were finally moving, 
changing. And as they changed, so too did he. 

It was as if parts of him had been dispersed throughout the light and, 
as everything closed around him, those parts were gradually returning, his 
body reforming. There was no pain involved. In fact, there was no sensation 
of any kind. The only thing he was aware of was a mild apprehension. 

All he had known was the light. He had existed within it, had been a 
part of it, and was reluctant to leave its warmth. But as his world contin- 
ued to contract, the light began to fade, and he watched helplessly as 
walls, furniture and assorted apparatus gathered around him. 

Eventually the light greyed and became shadows, while the wisps dis- 
torted and layered the room with subtle nuances. One wisp he had recog- 
nized as movement became a fly that darted by, disappearing quickly into 
the darkness. A myriad of others flickered briefly before becoming sound: a 
distant siren, the bark of a dog, laughter beyond the closed window. 

Another wisp he knew to be anger dissolved and became a woman’s 
voice: “Who the hell has been messing with the temporal plates?” 

His thoughts quickly collected into memories and dispelled some of 
his confusion. Everything was suddenly all so familiar: the room, that 
voice. ... 

He stepped up to the doorway and into the light of the adjoining room 
- a light much harsher than the one he had been accustomed to - and saw 
the woman. She was sitting behind a cluttered desk, her hands busy within 
the metallic black box in front of her. 

“Sally?” 

She sat back with a start, cursing loudly. Then, seeing him standing 
there, her face whitened. 

“Michael.” She stood slowly, uncertainly, then moved over toward 
him. Her hand reached out to touch his arms, his hair, his face. “ You’ve 
come back.” 

He frowned. Although he knew where he was, he was still unsure as 
to where he had been. “Back?” 

“You don’t remember?” Michael shook his head numbly. “We sent you 
forward, Michael. Into the future.” 

Her words triggered vague recollections of their work together. It had 
been in tachyon displacement - though he couldn’t recall the actual ex- 
periment that had sent him forward. No matter how hard he tried to re- 
member, he found himself distracted by the gentle breeze blowing through 
the room. It was strange, but somehow it seemed to be causing every- 
thing around him to blur, distort. 

“Do you remember?” she said after a few moments. 

“Yes,” he said, sitting down. “But what happened?” 
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“We're not sure. You were only meant to go forward a couple of days. 
But something went wrong and you just never showed up.” She shrugged. 
“That was almost ten years ago.” 

“Ten years?” The notion made him cold and nauseous. “Has it really 
been that long?” 

“To us it has been. To you it may only have been a fleeting moment. 
That’s probably why you seem so confused. It would have seemed like a 
split sec —” 

“No!” Remembering the light, remembering the peculiar wisps,he re- 
alized that. . . “I’ve been waiting there all this time. In the future.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The future,” he snapped. “There’s nothing there. At least nothing defi- 
nite. There’s only . . . time.” He shook his head, unable to grasp what mo- 
ments earlier had seemed so simple. “It’s like everything that ever will be is 
waiting there to be given substance — to be shaped by the touch of the present.” 

The breeze was blowing stronger now, its effect on the room and its 
contents more pronounced. A fine mist was developing as gossamer 
threads, moved by the breeze, lifted from everything around him: walls, 
chairs, books, pencils - even from Sally. 

“Oh God,” he mumbled. “I haven’t stopped. I’m still moving.” 

“Still moving? What are you talking about?” 

“Can't you feel it? The wind - it’s carrying me away!” 

“Look, you've had a hell of a shock, Michael. Perhaps I should get you 
to the hospital.” 

Michael’s laugh was brittle and without humour. “You won’t even have 
time to get me out of this room. Don’t you see? I’m part of it now. I’m 
being taken into the past!” 

Sally shook her head. “That’s impossible. You weren’t there.” 

“Tt doesn’t work like that. The future, the past — there’s nothing there. 
Only the essence of what will be and what has been. The only things of 
any consequence are these few moments. It’s like. ...” He shrugged help- 
lessly as words failed him. Then he saw the insignia on Sally’s breast pocket. 
“The neck of an hourglass,” he said. 

“What?” 

“These moments are like the neck of an hourglass. It never changes; it 
never moves. Time just keeps passing through it.” 

“Michael, you're becoming delirious. I’m going to call the professor. 
He'll know what to do.” 

The force of the wind was growing steadily in strength, pushing him 
in a direction he was unable to define. It took most of his concentration 
just to stop himself from being blown away with the gossamer mist. 

“Don’t,” he said as she moved over to the telephone. 

“Thave to tell him -” 

“Please.” He stood, reaching out a hand to stop her. “Just hold me for 
...a moment.” 
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She frowned. “Why?” 

“T’'m frightened.” 

“Frightened? Of what?” 

“The past,” he said. “I’ve seen the future, Sally. It’s made of light. I’m 
frightened that the past will be... .” 

Seeing his tears, Sally stepped over and embraced him. He buried his 
face in her hair and held her tightly, savouring her fragrance, her softness. 

“You'll be okay,” he heard her say, but the words quickly dissolved 
into a grotesque echo that fell from the room as something other than 
sound. Then he felt himself taken effortlessly away from Sally, as he was 


swept into the blackness by the winds of passing time. ae 
Overheard 
by Mici Gold 
Lady Earth looked up I can't breathe 
And saw Dr Comet And my body 
Passing by. Is filled with toxins. 
Dr Comet, Dr Comet! I’m warming up with a fever 
Lady Earth called out, And I've got the shivers 
I'm feeling so poorly. And shakes 
Can you help me? Something fierce. 
Why, that’s sad news, I don’t know 
Said Dr Comet. What's happening to me. 
What ever is the matter? What should I do? 
What should I do? 
Well, said Lady Earth, 
I’ve got these awful swellings Dr Comet slowly 
In my New York and L.A. Shook his long 
And in my Hong Kong and India Snowy pony tail. 
And even, I’m afraid, Why, Lady Earth, 
In my Europe. He said, 
I do believe you have 
Why, I've got abscesses An infection. 
Leaving holes 
In my mineral veins. Come a bit closer. 
I'll give you 
All the trees are falling out An antibiotic. 
In my equatorial zones s 
And a desert rash 


Is simply taking over. 
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thought he was the messenger. 
He beats me against the wall. He tears at my clothes. “The dark’s 


a dangerous place for a woman alone,” he says. 

My fingers splay through his hair with skill I don’t remember acquir- 
ing. I tell him, “Not for me.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

His skull disintegrates with the delicate crackle of a fortune cookie. I 
heft him into a dumpster and exit the alley. 

I thought he was the messenger. 

Here the signs of violence rarely draw comment, but I hide my hands 
anyway. The streets are full of predators, and they don’t forget the sight 
of blood. 

No one must remember me. 


I had the dream again. 

A voice: “Expect some memory loss.” 

Another: “Someone will tell you what you need to know.” 

I’ve been here a month. I speak the language of whatever place this 
is. | am female, early to mid thirties. I’ve forgotten everything except 
that I’ve forgotten everything, and except for the landlord no one speaks 
to me. 

The dream is becoming clearer; I remember being strapped down. To- 
night I woke with hunger but no urge to hunt. 

The city provides. 

He came after midnight, up the frail mesh the landlord calls a fire 
escape; hoping for something to steal, not knowing I was awake. I said, 
“Can you tell me what I need to know?” Because it would be foolish to 
kill the messenger. 

Skik! a blade appeared in his fist. “Know this, bitch!” 

I examined his belongings as I ate. I kept his money — tomorrow the 
landlord will come to the door expecting his rent, considering me with a 
look I know but can’t name. In his wallet was a photo of a male child, 
perhaps three. He bore no resemblance to my dinner, making me think 
the wallet was stolen. But I kept the photo. It caused a. . . vibration in the 
vicinity of my memory. 

I put it in my cupboard with the box, and felt the usual frustration. The 
box is small and black, and made of something very like plastic, if plastic 
kept itself warm. It’s filled with sand. 

I've spent hours digging my fingers in it. Each grain shines silver-white, 
like light waiting to happen. 

Expect some memory loss. 

I’m supposed to know what it is. 

Someone will tell you what you need to know. 

Please, let it be soon. 
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I took an orange garbage bag from the shelf and scooped the remains 
of my meal into it, hauled him down the fire escape and left him in an 
alley. They pick up the trash tomorrow. 


0) 


This place is Maggy’s, a coffeeshop near my street. Tonight I realized 
that instinct is the way to go. I trust it when I’m tracking, and food or the 
messenger, the hunt is the hunt. 

Maggy’s patrons are of medium height, moderate weight, average 
everything - the generic displaced. Most look as if they’re trying to re- 
member something, and even this late conversation flows - a sure sign 
of answers being sought. 

It seems a likely place to find a messenger. The shop has ten tables: 
there are three and four people sitting at nine of them. I sit alone until the 
door bangs open and a bundle of warm clothes blows in. 

She says, “Do you mind?” as she sits. “How are you?” 

“Fine. And you?” 

“Okay I guess. Got a match?” 

“No, I don’t.” 

She takes her cigarette off in search of a light and returns with coffee, 
breathing fire. “My name’s Carol. What's yours?” 

Interesting. Do I have a name? 

“Carol.” 

“Really? Hey! Have you seen The Bell Murder? No? I just came from the 
late show. It’s about this guy who kills his boss. I love a good mystery.” 

Then she’s in good company. I’m a mystery even to myself, and for a 
moment she is too. 

Then the vibration caused by the child’s photo becomes a soft buzz. 
There’s a smell about her. 

“Are you pregnant?” I blurt. 

She stops in mid-sentence. “Uh. . .yeah. Couple of months. How'd 
you know?” 

Another question for which I have no answer. A man at the next table 
talks too loudly. I watch him too long. 

Carol says, “Don’t be embarrassed about asking. It’s no big deal. We 
don’t even have to mention it again.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It's okay. Really. We can talk about something else. Um, you wanna 
hear a joke? 

“Okay.” 

“This Irishman goes into a bar... .” 

The scent of her pregnancy’s heady and rich. Does no one else smell it? 

“And the Irishman says, “Faith and begorra —” hey, are you all right?” 

AaaaaaaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHMH.... 

“Snap out of it! God. Is it a seizure or something?” 
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“No.” People are looking. No one must remember me. 

“Headache?” 

Nearer the truth. The revelation was a shock. “Yes.” 

“Migraine? My mother used to get them. Maybe you should get some 
sleep.” 

“T think so. Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight.” 

Someone will tell you what you need to know. 

I can stop looking for the messenger. I need to know begorra. 


tS) 


“Do you have any spare change?” The child shivers in a dirty sweater, 
tired and too thin. A citizen of the street. I find some coins in my coat and 
pass them over. 

“Thanks.” 

“Where am I?” 

“Where are you supposed to be?” 

“Lower Third Street.” 

“Boy you are a ways from home.” She counts the money. “Well, you 
don’t live far from where I’m staying, and I won't have to hit up anyone 
else tonight. You want me to take you there?” 

“Please. What's your name?” 

“Winnie.” 

“Would you like my coat?” 

“You'll freeze.” 

“The cold doesn’t bother me.” I shuck my jacket. It hangs to her knees. 
“Do you know what begorra means?” 

“No.” We walk through a parking lot. She kicks a soda can ahead of 
her. “There must have been a fight here yesterday. They don’t usually 
leave trash.” 

“Who?” 

She points to a building on the far side of the lot. “That’s an abortion 
clinic. They demonstrate here every day.” 

“They demonstrate abortions?” 

She laughs, a single sharp bark. “They demonstrate against.” 

Clearly fluency is one thing, context another. 

I recognize the neighbourhood now. “I can find my way from here. 
Thank you.” She vanishes without gesture or goodbye, and I climb to my 
room, swaying to the buzz in my head. 


tS 2) 


I dream of straps and lights. I remember the smell of dark blood mingled 
with smoke: the scent of a child in the making. 
Begorra. 


tS 0) 
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The landlord holds my hand as he takes his rent. “I’d like to come in for a 
moment.” 

I block the doorway. 

He says, “Don’t misunderstand. It’s not what you think. . . . Just a 
little chat. I like to see what my tenants do with their rooms.” 

“There’s nothing for you to see. Good day.” 

The buzz becomes a mellow note, an om. I think my dream is of an 
operating room, but my body has no scars. I take down the box and watch 
the sand roll in tiny dunes. I wonder where Winnie is today. 

I want to see the place they demonstrate against. 

A dozen people plod in a circle in the parking lot. They carry signs 
saying Pro-Life and It could be the last chance you'll ever have. When the last 
picketer turns his sign, the om builds to a terrifying pitch. 

Every child a wanted child. 

And I know the truth, but not the reason for it. 

I want them. 


te) 


Today I notice the children. I only saw them before the way I saw trash in 
the gutter. They’re all so . . . accessible. 

I find Winnie crouched on a wall two blocks down, sipping tea froma 
cracked cup. She says, “Did you get home okay?” 

“Yes, thank you. Have you been asking for money?” 

“Yeah, but no one’s giving. It’s like they don’t even see you. It’s not 
human.” 

I give her twenty from my last meal. “Are you hungry, Winnie?” 

“Yeah. Where are you going?” 

“just realized J am, too.” 

She calls, “Bon appetit.” 


0) 


Iclimb the fire escape with a full stomach. I look inside and see the land- 
lord run his hand along my mattress. He touches my clothes. I smash the 
window as he opens the cupboard. He never reaches the box. 

Breaking glass isa common sound here, and I kill quietly. There are no 
bellowed demands to be quiet, no pounding on the wall. I drag him into 
a corner for later and notice I’ve cut myself. 

Aline of blood runs down my arm and pools neatly beside him. I find 
myself thinking of Winnie again. 

It’s not human. 

SD) 
I sit down with the box. Sand rolls in the creases of my palm, patterning 
my palm with gold. It’s the colour of my blood. 


My eating habits would have been my first clue, except that some 
humans share them. I noticed they don’t indulge theirs in public, either. 
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Memories click like tumblers in a lock. “I came for the children,” I 
think, and doze off. 

Straps, lights, final words. Dark, facetted eyes watching me over sur- 
gical masks. The surgery was for alteration. I remember my original form. 
I am human in the same way that black is white. I was sent here for a 
reason, and now that I know it, I may never have the dream again. 

I heard a new voice this time. It uttered the last word spoken in that 
life. I don’t know what it means, but I'll wait. 

Sahgora. 


SD) 


There’s a grain of sand under my thumbnail. It presses gently into Winnie’s 
skin as I give her some change. 

“Thanks.” 

“My pleasure.” 

“Gotta go.” 

“Take care.” 

And she’s a little less human as she scampers away. One grain, im- 
printed with my genetic code, absorbs into her bloodstream. She’s the 
tenth child I’ve approached in the last two hours. 

Daycare centres, playgrounds, maternity wards - even when adults 
know better, I have no trouble touching their children. No one will re- 
member me. 

The first signs of transformation will manifest themselves at puberty. 
Who will notice? 

It’s a difficult time. The child seeks solitude or the company of his 
peers, and his parents look the other way. 

You talk of an alien invasion. I see tabloids and television. Sometimes 
street people blather of the notion. No one listens. By the time you do, it 
will be too late. You'll watch the skies, but will you think to watch your 
children? 

How will you repel the invasion when we're already here? 

I am the messenger now. 

My name is Sahgora. % 


Time Wind 
by Catherine Mintz 


Under the unblinking eye of the sun, 
Reality shivered: Elizabethan poets 
Scribbled furiously with ball-point pens, 
And bat-winged flying machines mounted the air 
Over green-gone-iridescent hills that reformed 
Into vast metropolises wholly other-when 
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Only one writer has had work in every issue of TiansVerstons. |t’s appropriate 
that Nancy Bennett's Father Was_A Demon From the Stars be our first ever 
chapbook. Look for it this fall, with an introduction by Governor-General 

Award nominated poet and SF master, Phyllis Gotlieb. In Nancy’s worlds, the 
most mundane images become vast and astonishing. 


_ 


AVALANCHE 


The mountains always sleep on their sides, 
you can tell by the angled shoulders 
of giants and bent black elbows of granite glistening through 
the sides of forest, and every now and then, the giant will 
stretch and turn, shaking the sky, but mortal men never think the worst. 
The cloud ladies think they have slept far too long, 
things become comfortable, 
to wake them they have heaped cold quilts upon their beds. 
After awhile the giants wake in the icy dawn and shudder, 
spilling the sky down 
the naked arms and legs of cold old men 
who have slept too long in tranquility 
stirring the fear in those below, 
who were comforted in the shadow of ignorance. 


UNGROUNDED 


The strangest wind surfaces above the swallows’ nest, as they watch 
homeless kites ride, snapping umbilical cords to womb hands 
on Earth, suspension on silver strings 
tugging wild, thoughts are free to fly inside 
the wind/storm 
who are the dreamers who fell to Earth a millennium ago? 


Caught in the currents they could not control 
spinning to oblivion, eye of the storm where they rest 
in this strange unearthly quiet. 
I watch from above as they adjust the laws, still the wills 
and smother the different ones, who dream of kites flying free. 


My rest finished, I join the tornado of souls 

rushing back along silver string that burns our hands with reality 
stinging, we web fingers along granite folds 
become part of the skin of the city again 

only an empty kite, laid out without hope on a city sidewalk. . . . 
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We were pleased to see the Barnes and Noble Web 
Site give special mention to Gemma’s 
"Mouthful of Pins", her overlooked and brilliant short 
story from Northern Frights 2. Watch for 
her episodes on television's new series The Hunger. 
And get ready for the All-Gemma Issue of 
Palace Corbie. 


ay One. Starting small. I went to your driveway, just before 
D= and picked out eighteen uneven white stones from the 
area falling under your car’s shadow. One for every letter of 
your full name. Took them home, made the sign of the cross reversed 
on their dusty skins in stolen gasoline - my own personal brand of 
unholy water. With eyes, lips, flesh between nail and finger, back of my 
throat all burning, breathing out fresh curse with each inverse word: 
Thee baptize I. Holy Ghost and son, father, of name the in. 

The water was already boiling when I dropped them in. No salt 
necessary. 

When it was all gone, I wrapped the stones in a clean dishcloth, put 
them back in my purse and walked six blocks down to the nearest sew- 
age drain, which I was pretty sure would count as a river. Assuming 
the original recipe allowed at least some metaphoric leeway for we 
poor, unfortunate, city- dwelling practitioners of the Craft. 

Then I went home again, and wrote this down. 


SD) 


Calling you. Calling you back. Leaving messages. Waiting for replies 
to said messages, replies that never come. Doing research, in between 
dialling; the same facts, mainly, barring some slight referential variances. 

My books list at least thirty different methods of extracting pay- 
ment from people who break their promises. At the rate I’m going, I 
probably could do two a day. Maybe more. 

The next time you don’t answer the phone, I’m going to make sure 
it’s because you can’t. 


PSD) 


Day Two. Quartering lemons in the kitchen with my black-handled 
knife, each one coming apart with a sudden spurt, like acid-soaked 
yellow hearts. Skewering them with pins and leaving them to shrivel. 
I’m learning the lessons my mother never taught me, the secret lore of 
housewives—what a surprising amount of mischief you can actually 
do, without ever having to leave the kitchen. 

Afterward, I scoured the cupboards beneath the sink for as many 
poisonous substances as I could find, took them out to the garage, tied 
a scarf around my face and mixed them up together in an empty bleach 
bottle. Added paste, two boxes’ worth. Ripped up my largest pile of 
“disposable paper products”. 

It took every letter I’ve written to you since the breakup, all those 
returned-to-sender vows of eternal devotion, to contrive a passable 
papier mache likeness. Which I then left to dry, already rotting in on 
itself, until tomorrow’s bonfire. 


tS) 


AS TransVersions 


“Depression is anger turned inward.” That’s what Dr Abbott used to tell 
me. Or, as my mother once put it: “Depression is when you're already in 
mourning over a part of yourself you know you're going to have to kill.” 
Some 1800s-era French murderess used to call keeping a diary “writ- 
ing my novel”. It’s a phrase I particularly like, because it implies being 
able to choose how your story will end. 
This litany of curses. This literary stigmata. 
I told you, more than once, how far I'd go for you, if you required it of me. 
But I’ll bet you never thought I would go this far. 


PSD) 


Day Three. I took a photo of you and me, cut it in half. Stuck your half 
under the dripping kitchen faucet. 

Dug up the old barbecue pit, set the head in the garage on fire, and 
watched it burn to goo. 

As of tomorrow, I’m going to start getting a little more elaborate on 
your ass. Throwing out some old-style hurt your way, just like the good 
books say—and I quote: 

Make an image in his name who you would hurt 
or kill, of new virgin wax; under the right armpit place a 
swallow’s heart, and the liver under the left; hang about 
the neck a new needle threaded with new thread; place 
the hand where the foot is, and the foot where the hand 
is, and the head facing down; write the name of the party 
on its face, and on his or her ribs these words. 
Allif, casyl, zaze, hit, mel, meltat. 

Then string it up by a thread and lightly stroke it, with a single damp 
finger. That slow, cool touch on your back, your side. That indefinite shiver. 

Feel that sweat? Your face, moistening. In a day, it’Il be wet. 

In a month, it'll be gone. 


30) 


You tell me you think you never probably loved me quite as much as I 
loved you. You tell me you did love me, but you don’t anymore. You tell 
me you don’t want to hurt me. But how can I believe you? 

Because if you could just wake up one day and know you didn’t love 
me, then everything I thought was love was actually a lie. Which means 
everything else could be a lie, too. Everything you say now. Anything you 
ever said. 

And how did you really think Id feel, after you’d made your con- 
fession? 

Because however little I was loved, it was always good enough for me. 
Back then. 

Before I knew any better. 
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% 


Day Four, Five, Six. Day Seven. Day Eight. 

Day Nine, and counting. 

Imagine for a moment, if you will, the difficulties, the sheer and simple 
effort of what I undertake for you. I mean, dough in a box on your win- 
dow-sill, sure; boiling a lock of hair carefully collected from your barber’s 
floor, no particular problem. (And did that keep you up at night? Yes? 
No?) 

Oh, good. 

But anyway: So you light a candle at midnight, and then break it with 
a hammer. So you light another, and bury it. Weave more hair into a 
bird’s nest. Scrape a growing branch, and introduce the hair into it; watch, 
as the bark covers it over. 

Try writing swear-words on consecrated wafers and feeding them to 
a toad, sometime. Try burying that, alive. 

I bury bottles and vials along paths we used to walk, knowing that 
where your foot touches them, disease will sprout. I bury an old glove I 
found in the back of the closet, stiff with the dust of your absence, and 
wait for it to rot. Drive rusty nails into your footprints. Shove hairballs 
from the neighbour’s cat under your porch steps. 

I contemplate breaking in one morning after you've run out of the 
house without flushing, late for an early class, and thrusting a red-hot 
soldering iron into your toilet. 

In a magazine ad for condoms, I found a couple who look enough 
like you and her to qualify, and I cut them out, tore the picture down the 
middle. I gave her part to the only demon I could find — that perpetually 
drunk and crazy guy on the corner of Church and Wellesley. The other I 
keep safe, inside my pillow. 

It gives me dreams, which I then send to you. 

I sow dragon’s teeth. I seed the clouds. I plow my broken heart in 
secret, in silence. 

See what grows. 


& 


Here is how it works, then, for those who wonder: 

Magic, white or black, operates ona principle of sympathy. You make 
an image, identify it with the person (usually by giving it that person’s 
name), then destroy it. Fast or slow. 

Patience and impatience, running in tandem. One action wears the 
wall between us away. The other cauterizes it. Dulls and dims your un- 
derstanding of the wound’s fatal nature, so it takes that much longer for 
you to die. 

And the other part is, the person has to know. Which is why I’m writ- 
ing you this at all. 
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At least, that’s what I tell myself. 
BSD) 


Day Ten. Of what month? My TV’s broken, and all the paper boxes I 
saw today were empty. 

I go to bed, early or late. I get up, early or late. I open my eyes in 
grey darkness, a pall so dim it almost qualifies as light. The clock is just 
another liar, and every hour is the same. 

I’m so tired. 

Guess I'll just have to take a key to my palm, jagged edge down, 
and cut myself a whole new lifeline. 


30) 


By the way: I hope she breaks your heart. I hope you break hers. And 
then I hope the two of you sit around thinking about it, all the time. 
Crying for no known reason at your place of work. Ringing in items 
with everyone watching. Because don’t fool yourself — you did it once, 
you can do it again, and somebody else can do it to you. 

So don’t you ever, don’t you ever tell yourself again you're just the 
nicest little boy in the world. 

That’s two cherries you broke on me, you weak motherfucker. 


PD) 


Day Eleven. 


My mother called this morning. I could feel it, somewhere in my 
stomach, the way cats always know when it’s going to rain. But I 
couldn’t call her back, because I’ve forgotten where I hid the phone. 
Spent the day sticking flowers full of pins and lighting black candles, 
letting them melt down into malleable puddles of wax. I fumigated the 
house with all the evil odours of Mars, with sulphur and asafoetida. 
Staple-gunning yet more copies of that condom ad to my walls, torn so 
that your face no longer points toward her. Saying: 
Usor, dilapidatore, tentatore, soignatore, devoratore, 

concitore et seductore — all ye ministers and 

companions, I direct, conjure, constrain and 

command ye to fulfil this behest willingly, 

namely straightway to consecrate this image, which 

is to be done by (insert name here) in the name of 

(insert name here), and that as the face of the one 


is contrary to the other, so the same may never more 
look one upon another. 


But you don’t care about all that. You don’t care about anything I do. 
Do you? 
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Neither do I, really. 


12) 


At 6:30 I reset my watch. I brought everything back down to zero. 

I went through the house, breaking things. I was pretty systematic 
about it. 

I went upstairs. I took off my clothes. I folded them neatly, and 
burned them. 

I smeared myself with incense ash, and ran myself a bath. 


I washed myself clean, nameless. 


Then I will take a new knife, never used before, and write your 
name on the inside of either wrist. An inch deep. 


2) 


It’s hard to write now, and I apologize for the way this letter must look. 
But you can console yourself with the knowledge that it will be my last. 

The most effective spell of all in my catalogue involves baptizing 
something living in the name of the person you wish to affect, and then 
killing it. As the body decays, the person whose name it bears suffers a 
similar dissolution. 

It’s the oldest spell I know — the most direct. So, fittingly enough, I 
saved this one for last. Very pure. Very simple. If it does work, I won’t 
be around to take it off; if it doesn’t work, I won’t be around to find out. 

Everybody wins. 


& 


I date this letter Day Twelve. 
I think you will recognize the signature. xo 


yt canter 
conn ta Mt alll 
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REVIEWS 


Shadow of Ashland - by Terence M. Green (Tor/Forge) Paperback, $7.99; 
ISBN 0-8125-5526-0. Reviewed by John Park. 

In 1985 Terence M. Green published “Ashland, Kentucky,” a hushed 
and evocative short story set in 1984. In it Leo Nolan tells of his mother’s 
deathbed wish to see her brother, Jack Radey, who had left Toronto and 
disappeared into the United States five decades earlier. Leo tries to find 
out what became of him. He writes a number of letters and sends them 
“out into the void.” Two unproductive replies come back. What may be 
the third reply is from Jack himself, fifty years earlier. Others follow, lead- 
ing Leo to a small town in Kentucky, and perhaps briefly into the past. 

With only minor changes, this forms the first forty pages of a hushed 
and evocative novel published in 1996 and still set in 1984. Leaving it set in 
1984 was a useful stratagem. It pushes us into the past — a fifth of the way 
towards where the real action waits — before we've left the first page. 

Touches like this give the story a sense of inevitability. Leo’s entry 
into the past is prepared for in many small ways, by memories and con- 
crete echoes of the 1930s - the old hotel where Jack had stayed, an old 
Woolworth’s where Leo strikes up a friendship with a waitress. When 
the time shift does arrive, it needs no explanation: it comes with the force 
of a completed ritual. Twice Leo prowls Ashland at night and twice sees 
a young man who slips away from him. On the third time, he and Jack 
Radey talk. And the past opens around Leo. 

Much of the novel takes place in the time of the Depression, when 
ordinary, even good, people could be pushed into crime. The central plot- 
spine of the book concerns Leo’s and Jack’s involvement in a group of 
men making a doomed attempt to tunnel into a bank vault. Uncharacter- 
istically there seems to be some carelessness of detail here. I was left won- 
dering how much earth was dug out and left in the basement and how 
the tunnel was supposed to collapse without leaving a hole in the road. 

But the real importance of the tunnelling is in how shows the courage 
and the desperation of these men, and in its link to a chain of cavern and 
water images that underlies the narrative. 

Throughout the novel, Green’s writing is clean and spare, able to evoke 
without emphasis the ways anger, grief and love coil below the surface 
of ordinary lives, and to present a developing romance without rhetori- 
cal gestures or a single false note. The lack of overt drama might be a 
weakness in a longer book, but there is no danger this short novel will 
outstay its welcome. Nothing is forced; everything flows quietly and in- 
evitably. The overall effect is poignant, warm and compelling. 

The book’s power seems to come from many of its characters’ concern 
with the past — not an uncritical nostalgia but a fascination with what has 
shaped their lives and now is gone forever, a fascination inevitably tinged 
with longing to change what can never be changed. 
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The book’s power seems to come from many of its characters’ concern 
with the past — not an uncritical nostalgia but a fascination with what has 
shaped their lives and now is gone forever, a fascination inevitably tinged 
with longing to change what can never be changed. 

At the end we never learn explicitly what caused Jack to reach to his 
family across time, or how Leo’s encounter with the past influenced what 
became of Jack. These are perhaps tiny loose threads. Similarly the clos- 
ing scene effectively wraps up Leo’s part in the story but strikes me as a 
shade offcentre in its relation to the whole. 

But even if I’m right about these, neither they nor my doubts about the 
mechanics of tunnelling are flaws in the crystal. They are just traces of the 
author’s fingerprints on the surface of a polished and translucent gem. 


Expendable - by James Alan Gardner (AvoNova, July 1997) Paperback, 
$7.99 Can, $5.99 US; ISBN 0-380-79439-X . Reviewed by Sally McBride. 

Iremember sitting beside James Alan Gardner several years ago when 
he had the pleasant duty of jumping up to accept an Aurora Award (in 
1990, for Best Short Fiction in English). He seemed like a nice fellow, quiet 
and modest in demeanour, and credited his beaming parents with sup- 
port. Already the 1989 Grand Prize winner of the Writers of the Future 
contest, he’s kept himself busy turning out stories for such prestigious 
markets as Asimov's and Amazing. It comes as no surprise to me that he’s 
produced a first novel of originality, flair and immense readability. 
Expendable, while starting from a slim, and to me rather shaky (from an 
SF point of view) premise, develops into a boldly plotted and snappily- 
written tale with plenty of heart. 

Gardner’s female protagonist, Festina, isa member of an “expendable” 
corps of Explorers, misfit humans deemed by an engineered society to be 
too ugly for normal life. Instead they are trained for impossible missions 
among alien life-forms, risking their dispensable lives. So who cares? Not 
Earth... but we do, for Festina is spunky, resourceful and very believable. 
Gardner throws her plenty of curves, and in the tradition of the compe- 
tent hero of SF she rises to her challenge: a mystery planet called Melaquin, 
from which no one ever returns. 

Accompanied by an eccentric Admiral, Festina arrives on Melaquin 
and the action changes tone somewhat, turning into a darker quest sce- 
nario as she comes to terms with survival, guilt and necessity. Along the 
way she teems up with Oar, a woman of glass, a childlike being whose 
tribulations mirror Festina’s. Together they grapple with big ideas: love, 
self-worth, beauty (what is it, really?), loyalty and heartbreak. For our 
heroine, it’s a journey of self-discovery, as well as a revelation of what's 
really going on on this isolated world. There’s definitely a secret agenda 
here. The story is a bit heavy on coincidence, wrestled into submission by 
clever explanation, and a sense of giving away the coming action as Festina 
deduces probabilities ahead of the narrative. Of course, one would expect 
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logic and imagination from such a person; why quibble when she dis- 
plays such traits? The technique of dividing chapters into brief scenes each 
with its own title is somewhat distracting, making the reading choppy; 
on the other hand it keeps things skipping along and gives that “trendy” 
feel to the novel. Is this good or bad? Some will like it, some won't. It’s a 
trick Gardner has used in his short fiction too. The book is blessed with a 
darkly attractive cover (art by Gregory Bridges) — I picked it off the shelf 
before noticing that the book was by a fellow Canadian. This is a solid 
work of humanist SF that I enjoyed thoroughly, and I look forward to 
seeing a good body of work emerge in the coming years from James Alan 
Gardner’s imagination. 


Trader - by Charles de Lint (Tor Books, January 1997) Hardcover, $29.95 
Can $24.95 US; ISBN 0-312-85847-7. Reviewed by Dale L. Sproule 

From the beginning, Charles de Lint’s most impressive talent as a writer 
has been his ability to transport readers into enchanted realms. He accom- 
plishes this with prose so simple it shimmers to invisibility. Where many 
writers would have simply exploited that talent by pumping out a hun- 
dred generic fantasy novels, de Lint’s work showed greater ambition. In 
his first novel, The Riddle of the Wren, he took readers from a pastoral fairy- 
land into a post-holocaust nightmare, thereby establishing one of his 
favourite devices; the juxtaposition of landscapes. He often creates two 
worlds, diametrically opposed to one another. The tension, thus conceived, 
adds considerable depth to his stories. In Jack, The Giant Killer, the balance 
was struck between our real, urban world and a Celtic fairyland, thus be- 
ginning a motif (though modified to incorporate North American native 
myth) which has run through much of his work ever since. 

Like many of de Lint’s recent books, Trader takes place in the invented 
modern day city of Newford. The story begins with Max Trader waking up 
to discover that he has switched bodies with a young loser named Johnny 
Devlin. This came about when Devlin fervently wished himself out of the 
unhappy situation that his life had become. Max became the victim by 
allowing himself to become a non-entity — little more than a trademark on 
the perfect musical instruments he devoted his life to crafting. 

The only person who knows what has happened to him is a sixteen year 
old girl named Nia, who has run away from home, in a fit of denial about 
the sexual transformation her mother is undergoing. And then there’s Zeffie 
and Tanya and Nia’s mother and Jilly and Geordie . . . it’s a complicated 
storyline with a very large cast of characters, woven with amazing dexterity. 

The characters are all in various states of flux and their human prob- 
lems were so fascinating and involving that it was almost a disappoint- 
ment when de Lint moved the body of the narrative into the spirit realm. 
Granted, it is a riveting and dangerous place, where fat tourists turn into 
animal-headed demons and powerful and ancient spirits are attracted by 
the commotion of Trader and Devlin’s spiritual /metaphorical battle. Self- 
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destructive Devlin dies and Trader is enveloped in “the shadowland where 
artists go when they shut themselves away from the outside world”. He 
is awakened from his slumber by the love of a beautiful maiden. 

The happily-ever-after resolution came too quickly, tidily and pre- 
dictably, but that’s a minor quibble. This novel delivers on many levels 
at once. If de Lint’s storytelling pyrotechnics are less obvious here than 
they were in earlier books, that’s partly because de Lint becomes a bet- 
ter writer with every novel. But it’s also because Trader is much less of 
a stretch for him. Make no mistake, it is masterfully crafted and com- 
pletely absorbing, but ultimately it is just another good Newford novel. 
The many fans of de Lint’s work will enjoy will enjoy this book im- 
mensely and welcome it into the oeuvre. Non-believers should be given 
copies of The Little Country. 


Recommended Magazines and Books 
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Speculations: bi-monthly. Single issues $5 Can/$4 US. Annual subs $30 Can/ 
$25 US. 1111 West El Camino Real, Ste 109-400, Sunnyvale, CA 94087-1057 
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Dradin, In Love by Jeff VanderMeer - BuzzCity Press $11.50 US pp, PO Box 
38190, Tallahassee, FL 32315 USA. 

The Bumper Book of Lies by Chris Bell - A myty myn imprint $15.00 US 
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STATION 


by Lawrence Greenberg 


Near the end of this tunnel a grizzled man 

leans back in the underground draft and shuts caked eyes, then 
Opens his dark mouth. Most of the tunnel lights 

Go out. I remember dropping into half-sleep 

As the fall wind passes away outside. 

I remember dreaming of a night like this 

Cloudless, distant 

Dreaming that the blood crusting the gashed flesh of the abandoned 
Haloes the now full moon. 


When the grizzled man snores a train arrives. 


I remember leaving my dreams in the fall wind, 

Stepping into the stopped train, blood-spattered, 
Thick-headed, jaw slack, seeing only grime-covered tracks 
From a scratched window 

The image of a grizzled man fading 


As the train pulls away, 


As the tunnel lengthens, endlessly, 
In this pale forgotten world. “ 
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Don’ t miss the terrific fourth volume in this 
World Fantasy Award and Aurora Award nominated series. 


NORTHERN 
FRIGKTS'4 


every self-respecting reader 
she reads it.” 
Bryant, LOCUS 


$18.95 Can 


$12.95 US 


Hutchison 


“Northern Frights is this country’s best 
anthology series of any type...” 


: Robert J. Sawyer, Nebula Award winning 
\ y author of The Terminal Experiment 


4 : 
Mosaic ~~ Now in Book Stores! 


Share a Byline With Phyllis Gotlieb 


Phyllis writes: “When I was struggling through the monster writer’s 
block that afflicted me in the mid-eighties, I wrote the outline of a story 
that never worked out — it’s so wild I don’t know if it really could — but 
it has haunted me through the years as I kept trying to solve it.” 

Phyllis’s proposal: a contest. To the person who can make a story 
out of her outline, a prize of $50.00 and publication in Trans Versions. 
The length limit is 2,500 words, in standard manuscript format, to us 
by December 31, 1997. There is no entry fee, and you may enter as 
often as you like. 

Outline: 

The green man in the black tuxedo is Ysenghe, the ambassador of 
an alien world. He is sitting in the embassy dayroom near the top of 
the tower while firebombs rain down into the canyons of the streets 
below. Ysenghe is calm; he tears a leaf from a little book, rolls it up 
carefully and inserts it in his large bony nostril. He lights it, inhales, 
exhales; the smoke is mauve. Who is Ysenghe the Ambassador really? 
He is: 

a) a captive 

b) a hostage 

¢) a criminal to his people. 

The aliens are trying to: 

a) rescue him 

b) destroy him 

c) conquer the world 

d) just forget him. 

Is he a fraud? enemy of his people, who has stolen their secrets and 
declared himself emissary? or the devil, a saint, the messiah, a robot or 
other construct/chestnut? Why is he wearing a tuxedo? Because he 
thinks he knows that is what is always done by ambassadors on Earth, 
Terra, Sol II, this world. He thinks he knows it because of the endless 
reruns of Dynasty that have been trolling out to far Centaurus for the 
last seventy-five years. He has a diamond in the centre of his starched 
white shirt, like Daddy Warbucks. He looks menacing, sneering; he’s 
enjoying himself. What could he be threatening worse at this moment 
than the raining firebombs? 

Atom bombs? We've had them. Slaughter and plague? What else is 
new. Second-hand smoke? 

Lydia — no, Luce, Garner, and the Spaights, Dolly and Whatsishame, 
Terran representatives, are with him. Capistrano is coming up on the 
elevator. What is he doing in there? He is looking up into the glass roof 
of the elevator, which is poised just below the lens of the giant tele- 
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scope, positioned to allow us and the characters to see Alpha Centau- 
rus, a district the aliens may have come from, or want to go to. 

The mauve smoke is making them all a little dizzy. They all know 
there is an enemy among them, not alien, but a telepath like Ysenghe, 
engaged in treachery with the aliens. He/she wants their: 

a) technology 

b) gold, gems, uranium, chromium plating 

c) training in levitation and fire-starting 

d) none of the above. 

Why is this villain probably a poor toiler who resents the others 
who seem to be idly rich? Can’t be Luce or Garner - he’s looking dash- 
ing and terrific in the midnight blue tux he’s wearing in order not to 
embarrass Ysenghe, and she’s really classy in white satin and black 
pearls. Or blue satin and diamonds. Or Venetian beads. No. There’s 
also something just the merest bit sleazy about them...hm.... 

And what is Capistrano doing there? 

Coming up in the elevator, staring up at far Centaurus, is he home- 
sick? He had wanted to be an astronomer. Is he the construct that no- 
body knows but all will think they know him the second he stands in 
their doorway - all but Ysenghe? 

None of the above,” says Ysenghe, rolling the coils of smoke — so 
mauve, so fragrant — along his narrow black tongue... . 


NOW IT’S YOUR TURN. Send entries to Trans Versions Contest, c/o 
Phyllis Gotlieb, 19 Lower Village Gate, #706, Toronto, ON, CANADA 
M5P 3L9; or Sally McBride/Dale L. Sproule, 83 Royal York Road, 
Toronto, ON M8V 277. + 


Twice-As Fa 1 


Featuring "What Are Little Girls Made Of?" 
a terrific new Greataway story 
by Michael Coney! 


And we're pleased to present new writer 


sti Double Issue 


John Graham, whose wonderfully gonzo novellette 
"Bronzage" is his first fiction sale. 
Plus still more great sf by D.K. Latta and Rick Kennett! 
Fantasy lovers will find "Heron" by Mary Soon Lee. 
For Lovers of the Dark and Surreal we have Carl Seiber, 
D.E Lewis & There's Much, Much More! 


"$kins Out" 


Chris Bell is a British writer who has just moved from Germany to New 
Zealand. His short story collection The Bumper Book of Lies has been 
getting rave reviews in such places as Astmon's. 

When we decided to buy this story, it was called “Skins Out”, which 
sounded to us like a sports story, so we asked for a new title, quite 
unaware that it had already been published (3 times) as “Skins Out”. 
So, we are pleased to present the North American Premiere of Chris 
Bell’s acclaimed story... “Sk--” (oops!) “The Dream Virus”. 


Ll : 1 here is the small matter of Riefenstahl.” Four forms slanted in 
rapt diagonals around the screen as the deck scrolled through 

the illegible rapid fire of its boot-up sequence. One of the uni- 

formed beings stooped to input a string of machine code. System sound kicked 


in with a hiss and the screen pulsed with the contents of Riefenstahl’s user 
library and case notes: 


CASE HISTORY: RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 1: 


PLAYBACK:> Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry: 25/12/293; 07:40. “A tall 
guy who looks like a Rep agent — wearing a dark suit over a polyexo — has 
been watching my apartment for several days. He carries a Samsonite which 
contains some curious, shiny objects and a drawstring pouch like a memento 
from a Pesek prison therapy class. I don't know what he wants of me and 
what's so interesting about my apartment window. It’s starting to get under 
my skin. He stands in the same position for hours. He's out there right now, 
lurking in the shadows between the faulty neon of the SENOI Psilocybin 
Omelette House and the pretzel seller’s cart with the misspelt ‘pretzle’ sign on 
the corner of Chin Chew Street. He’s even making bit-part appearances in my 
Dreams.” Entry ends. 

Confidentially, several years ago I, Riefenstahl, began to doubt the 
non-existence of God. 

I considered my hiding places to be quite clandestine until I heard 
the female’s diary; although on that particular occasion I had noticed 
the blinds parting, caught the curves of her Skin silhouette, the penum- 
bra of her cropped hair as I stood there in the shadows chewing on a 
betel leaf. Her appearance exploded under my exo like a cardamom 
pod under the tongue - the sudden, unexpected thrill of discovery. I 
smiled then and knew I had her. 

But I don’t like her being up there in those rooms all alone. Who 
knows what she’s up to. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 2: 


At Ngee Ann City, under the red-lit signs of Takashimaya S.A., all is 
well in the evening humidity; the heat has dropped back a little and 
the shooting has become more sporadic. A taxi swerves out from the 
forecourt of the Mandarin Hotel and a volley rings from the Wisma 
Atria. On the 7th Floor of Tower B of Ngee Ann City, in the darkened 
ruins of Sparks Club, four of my Lieutenants plan the next day’s trans- 
port of Skins — heads are shaved by regulation — to the straits and the 
ferry that will take them to my camp in Tekong. Lion City goes about 
its business. 

From my windows I can see, through the sweltering mist of 98% 
humidity, the jetrail causeway that joins Lion City to the mainland. 
This hilly island covers 581 square kilometres and has ten million Skin 
inhabitants - the highest remaining concentration in the world. This 
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includes 75% Chinese, 14% Malaysian, 8% Indian & Pakistani, and 175,000 
white Skins. What a challenge! This is what it must be like working for 
Black Flag, exterminating cockroaches in Manhattan. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 3: 


I first saw her in a bar on Quayside with a slight-looking, dark man all in 
black (Crombie coat, Italian silk suit, shoulder-length dyed hair tied in a 
regency bow). I wasn’t sure, for a moment, whether she was a Skin or not. 
But then she stood up and walked out, leaving him at the table with an 
empty bottle of Heineken and smoking a Cuban cigarillo. There was too 
little resistance in her step for her to be one of us and she carried her head 
at that peculiarly melancholic pitch which even our best genetic engineers 
have been quite incapable of emulating. 

Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry: 27/12/293; 03:16. “My child was still-born. 
It looked more like some kind of...sea-urchin sushi than a human baby. Its skull 
was open. You could see its brain...” Entry ends 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 4: 


Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry: 02/01/294; 22:00. “The Sikh doorman at the 
Mandarin Orchard grinned as he ushered me in. The Japanese band in the sound- 
proofed downstairs bar played a sterile cover-version of some Nashville Cannery 
act, as I made my way up the stairs past a thickness of Japanese Rep housewives 
in synthetic comfort trousers and wearing ferociously horned spectacles. Their 
exos creaked under their weight. 

“Upstairs, I met Nox at one of the cocktail tables. He was making eyes at a 
pretty waitress wearing one of those Malaysian dresses that looks like it has been 
cut from an orange curtain, witha slit up the side to show her thigh. Suddenly, I 
noticed the glint of an exo and the faint raised outline of a dorsal ridge through 
the coarse fabric of its dress and a burst of nausea and resentment that Nox should 
be getting horny over a Rep swelled through me. Then, when I saw the blank 
hatred in his eyes as he turned back to his beer, it drained away again. 

“The waitress smellled faintly of switch-cleaner and surgical spirit as it passed 
me wearing a fake Malaysian grin. There was a Rep at the bar marking me. It was 
clutching an attaché case and wearing a dark suit. The same one that has been 
watching my apartment? Nasty piece of work. Nox kissed me and swerved me 
that crooked smile. He was half drunk. ‘Trengganu Street. Goh Chok Tong. Raffles,’ 
he said. I love the way he looks up at me through a haze of smoke and takes a pull 
on his beer as I leave.” Entry ends. 

When I ran an I.D. on Boov Nox, born 10.05.260, I discovered that he 
was code-named ‘Crooner’ and was no stranger to the Administration. 
The micro-fiche described him as a Skin male, white, aged thirty-four, 1.63 
metres tall with blue eyes, a sickle-shaped scar on the right dimple of his 
chin and dyed black shoulder-length hair. He had a previous Record for 
narcological offences under Statute 7A: two years of solitary confinement 
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in Ubin, with disciplinary treatment of sleep deprivation and six strokes 
of a stun-cane. He learned nothing from this normally terminal period of 
incarceration and later spent four years in the Sakra maximum secu- 
rity installation. 

I dealt with him later that evening. He was collected on Orchard Road 
at the corner of Scotts and shipped out the following day; but not with- 
out a struggle in which we lost one of our best agents. He bit off one of 
their polycarbon ears. What spirit, so soon to be extinguished! 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 5: 


I stopped in at a roti bar on Doktor-Dagmar-Becker-Strasse, a filthy, un- 
hygienic Skin place that Bray and Nox frequented; I observed them there 
many times from the seclusion of the raised sidewalk opposite. They 
served disgusting eco food and a range of dreadful beverages no doubt 
designed to stimulate the imaginative juices and to save what was left of 
the third-world rainforest. The male would eat a quantity of this obnox- 
ious mulch before departing in his wraparound Armani shades to hail a 
jetaxi. Any normal Skin would have fainted in the thirty-degree heat in 
that Saville Row tailored coat he wore. With his hardened steel constitution 
he could have been a Rep, were it not for those perverse Dreams. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 6: 


Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry: 03/01/294; 23:00. “I took a rickshaw along 
Bras Basah Road, past Sim-Stim Tower to Ngee Ann City, which stands like a 
chrome-legged Sumo wrestler between the Wisma Atria and the Mandarin on 
Orchard Road. My pulse pounded in my temples and my clothes stuck to me; 
the regular Lion City syndrome. The city wore its user-bondage gear, starlings 
squealing in the darkness, faintest amoebic shapes speckling the texture of the 
sky. Some evenings, Nox would pass by here with a consignment and we'd meet 
on one of the benches near the fountain. Tonight he didn’t show; later, on the 
way home by jetbus, I realised that he may already have been transported. 
‘Trengganu Street. Goh Chok Tong. Raffles’. That was all he had said; were 
those to have been the last words he ever spoke to me? My fears have come true, 
I'm afraid. That smile. Boov Nox, who's gonna take the place of you...?” User 
Pause 

Somebody at the door. Probably Lieutenant Schoenhuber with the 
Nox brainmap disks. How stimulating. 

Resume “I reached the pink marble edifice of Ngee Ann City, gigantic Japa- 
nese characters like elaborate sign-off graffiti,twenty metres above the tiled 
forecourt. The rickshaw driver smelt of sweat, garlic and pickled chilli and there 
were bleached rings of perspiration under the arms of his threadbare blue check 
shirt. I paid and climbed out; strolled round the forecourt and watched the late 
shoppers in their damp orgy of consumerism — leggy Jap clones with perfect 
sable manes, high-stepping out of Takashimaya S.A. with Moschino handbags 
and paper carriers flaunting designer names. No familiar faces were to be seen 
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around the six fountain jets, still bedecked with the ironic kitsch ‘Merry Christ- 
mas’ archway. 

“I toyed with the idea of taking an elevator up to the observation lounge on 
the 24th floor of the Mandarin, beneath the Top of the M restaurant. Although 
the prospect of a Planters Punch was appealing, the thought of those blow-job 
Rep waitresses in their orange curtains put me off. Instead, I went to the C.K. 
Tang Food Halls for agedashi dofu, hiyashi somen, wasabi, oshinko and green tea. 
The place was full of Reps and I ate and paid quickly without drinking the Kirin 
I was craving. 

“I crossed at the lights, took a seat on one of the curved, chrome-backed marble 
benches at the roadside and watched the world roll by: Skin kids wearing Hiiagen 
Dasz ice-cream ‘beards’, hobbling grandmothers and grandfathers, Rep Utes on 
garbage duty. 

“A banner, advertising the now silenced sim-stim delights of Sparks Club on 
the 7th floor of Tower B of Ngee Ann City, still flapped forlornly in an evening 
breeze, and the red aviation lights blinked on the illuminated glass pyramids at 
the apex of Towers A and B. The chrome pillars were burnished mirrors again 
and the jade interior of Takashimaya lit with a thousand pencil halogens. It was 
hard to believe that this had so recently been the site of a pitched battle between Reps 
and a grossly outnumbered pocket of our Resistance. 

“In a display of sick Rep humour, that night last October on which they had 
rampaged the length of Orchard Road breaking plate-glass Skin store-fronts and 
looting their electronics markets and the soft-jocks’ stalls was dubbed ‘The Glazier’s 
Polterabend’. The street is only just recovering. Needless to say, the city’s gla- 
ziers are Rep owned. A nice windfall to pay for some more Kah-Tzedt’s on the 
islands in the Straits. The only Skins tolerated here these days are ‘work party’ 
serfs in the thrall of the Reps. Creative, imaginative Skins have almost all been 
sought out for transportation: poets, novelists, architects, artists, scientists. 

“I saw the Rep agent approaching, Samsonite in hand. He took a seat beside 
me, flicked on a dispo copy of the Straits Times. Inhaling long and deep, he turned 
his screen-illuminated face away from me to examine the pedestrians crossing the 
junction of Patterson and Scotts. I could hardly make out whether his arrogant 
words were meant for me when he said, ‘Your friend has left. You would be well 
advised to do the same. Do not try to make contact with either him or any of his 
point-persons if you wish to remain alive.’ He flicked off the newsoft, got up and 
left.” Entry ends. 

Quite presentable, for a Skin female, if a little brutal-looking with that 
suede-like crop and the pilot’s overall. She will not hear of leaving the 
island, of course, without news of the male; that much is clear. I suspect 
she knows his fate. 

I was pestered by ‘copy watch’ hawkers outside Lucky Plaza on the way 
back to the precinct. Strange how that phrase has stuck when these days 
their wares consist entirely of pirate sim-stim disks. They are Skins, of course, 
but the tourists seem to require their services. I required all my self-control 
to prevent myself from shooting one particularly over-enthusiastic thug. 
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Behind the desk sat a Rep dressed in brown smoking a Cuban cigar. | 

The room was lit by a chink in the blackout. It was sparsely furnished, 
the only large objects a table and two chairs. The floorboards were lay- 
ered with dust, cigar ash and spent processor chips. 

From the road came the rhythmic clatter of a Skin work party, clear- 
ing the carriageway for tanks and armoured vehicles. 

The Rep’s victim was pale, lean and barefooted. His long Crombie 
coat was stained, his hair singed and sooty black, his fingers beaten 
ragged. 

The interrogation was short. 

“You see what the Dreaming brings you? Death. Extermination. But 
you won't stop it. Your comments, Nox?” 

It was too tiring for the prisoner, who had no answers. His form be- 
gan to blend in with the uncomfortable chair. 

Before long, another Rep in combat greens and carrying a stun-cane 
entered the room. He dragged the prisoner away. The Rep with the cigar 
stood up, brushed ash from his polyexo and pulled open the curtain. He 
watched the prisoner stumble through puddles in the courtyard towards 
the Neural Feedback shed. The Rep official had never delivered a not- 
guilty verdict. All suspects had been taken to the same shed. 

He took little notice as the prisoner was levered into the hut with 
abundant use of the stun-cane. 

He was watching the latest transport of Skins roll in from the Lion City. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 7: 


Tocsin Bray's Softdiary entry: 05/01/294; 11:00. “The Long Bar at the Raffles 
Hotel. Tropical downpour outside, waiters dashing around in the forecourt clear- 
ing tables, putting up huge umbrellas. The floor of the Long Bar is covered in 
peanut shells - some kind of reverse chic. I ordered a Sling and waited, amused 
by the primitive levers joining up the motorised electric ceiling fans. They say 
that, in the old days, Indian humans were made to fan the room manually, 
controlling the levers by tugging on a rope. 

“After fifteen minutes, a Chinaman in jeans and a scruffy nylon short- 
sleeved shirt with a leaky pen in the breast pocket came in out of the rain. As 
agreed, he was carrying a copy of The Penal Colony. He sat at a long table 
near the door and looked out into the pouring rain. He had such a sad expres- 
sion on his face that I needed to gather all my courage to go over and join him. 

“I sat down with my Sling and grabbed a handful of peanuts from the bowl 
on Goh Chok Tong’s table. He looked at me angrily. I smiled and said, ‘Meta- 
morphosis’. It was not the agreed key and he glared at me even more ferociously. 
I took a belt of the Sling. The peanuts tasted like shit but it’s tradition. ‘You very 
stupid girl,’ he said between tiny, ivory teeth. ‘Ch’u Yuan,’ he spat, got up and 
left. I looked across at the shelves behind the bar, ordered a 16-year-old Lagavulin 
from Ngiam Tong Boon 26th, the head-barman, and waited for the rain to 
stop.” Entry ends. 
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A nasty, slit-eyed little Skin spat a hemisphere of bloody saliva onto my 
shirt collar as I shot him on the steps up to the Long Bar at the Raffles 
Hotel. It was raining, so the few Skins who were about were sheltering 
indoors. Two Rep utility men threw him in a skip full of kitchen garbage 
and a dog-eared paperback book fell from his pocket. I picked it up and 
headed back to the Precinct. As I left Raffles, the rain stopped. I thought I 
saw the dark figure of the Skin female leaving between the palms, but when 
I looked around, there was just a turbaned gardener re-starting a mower. 

Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 06/01/294; 08:20. “Chinatown always smells 
of roasted chestnuts, rice starch, root ginger and MSG. The city beyond is a clean 
sculpture of light, towers of marble and tinted glass. I stopped at Jebsen Trading 
Co. (Phone Health Service), a ramshackle little white house with pale green, faded 
shutters and laundry jutting into the wet Upper Cross Street air, to ask directions. 
When I mentioned the name Ch’u Yuan, the owner (a Japanese guy with one eye- 
ball glazed over in milky white like a bird’s egg) laughed and pushed me back out 
onto the pavement. As he pulled down the shutters on his sad ten-cent shop-front 
he shook his head and hissed, ‘No trouble, missus.’ 

“I passed the Nagore-Durgha shrine on Telok Ayer Street. The houses were 
brighter here, window frames painted red and green and sun shades pulled down 
over the wares: fruit and vegetables, tourist junk, Chinese food. I guess these houses 
have eight to ten families living in each of them. Crossed South Bridge Road, past 
jewellers and jade dealers, herb sellers, Chinese healers selling blossoms, dried 
lizards, sea-horses, deer placenta and snake venom extract, fortune-tellers obscured 
by the chestnut roasters’ charcoal smoke. 

“Eventually [found Trengganu Street, the pungent smell of durian fruit heavy 
in the cloying air. The Wet Market is a converted reinforced-concrete multistorey 
from the long-gone day of the internal combustion engine. Ch’u Yuan was waiting 
in its dingy shadows near a pile of stinking garbage at the bottom of the steps 
leading to the food halls. The concrete is hosed down every hour and the great dark, 
poisonous looking puddles made the going tough. As I made my way to the dump- 
ing ground I saw the Rep with the attaché case, crossed back on myself, bought a 
good luck charm from a Chinaman in bleached jeans, worn-out Sega t-shirt 
and Reeboks and headed up the stairs. 

“I caught sight of Ch’u Yuan again, pretending to be haggling with a pigeon 
seller over a wicker basket full of grey, threadbare death. I ordered beef-ball and fish- 
head brothfrom a stand with orange chairs and tables and waited. Somewhere, a digi- 
log played Zappa's ‘Packard Goose’ and I nearly began to cry into my soup thinking 
about Nox needled-up to a deck on mosquito island. ‘Music is the best. .. .’ 

““Hot sauce?’ asked the woman counter clerk and broke my trance. Four Reps 
were going over Microsoft shares on the pink screen of their Financial Softimes, 
laughing mechanically at some inane bankers’ gag. Ch’u Yuan dodged past a throng 
of Chinese shoppers at a fish stand and seemed to beckon with his eyes before 
disappearing back down the stairs. 

“I’m in my apartment right now, looking out the window. That Rep’s 
outside again with his attaché case and pouches. What's he up to? 
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“I’ve been thinking recently — there's a particular second-rate look to raw 
concrete on bridges and walls, a discoloured porridgy ugliness that says as much 
to me about our demise at the hands of the Reps as anything else. It sums up our 
smug disregard for our environment and the scientists’ dabbling in genetics that 
started all this. 

“Some things never change. Aggression stems from inhumane structural hi- 
erarchy. Everything is made to facilitate the free movement of Reps; but blocked 
roads are blocked for everyone. Too many jetcars, too many softs, not enough trees, 
not enough Dreamers left to Dream the Dreams to change any of it.” Entry ends. 

Quite absurd, her naive reactionary environmentalism. Trees of all 
things! I seem to remember it was the Skins’ love of the printed word - 
pathetic fictional masturbation fantasies — that deforested the world in the 
first place. Now they blame the Reps for it. Nevertheless, her voice is breathy 
and close; she displays a disturbingly emotional feminism, I find. I am 
grateful to our software engineers for allowing me to experience this level 
of perception - sympathy, perhaps, for their crude and imprudent ways. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 8: 


At 19:05, I dropped a disk into the brainmapper and pressed F7: ‘Load 
map’. Case notes: a treacherous American novelist who held that we live 
ina ‘limited reality consensus’. A little light entertainment before I concen- 
trate on the Nox disk. On one of this hack’s frightful disks, a Skin confronts 
another with “Are you asleep?” “Which is the Dream?” the other replies. I 
almost laughed my exo off. This alone would have cost him twenty years 
hard labour if the rest of his output had not sentenced him to death. By- 
passing all baffles (strictly against Committee rules and yet, I fear, the only 
way in which we may come to comprehend the Dreaming), I plugged the 
optic lead into my spinal socket and sat back to read his pitiful map. 

One of my few serious vices, a habit I picked up from my programming 
lecturer, a wily Skin named Hawking in New Delhi, is the comparatively 
innocent pleasure of the betel leaf. I often chew a pair of these while jacked- 
in or while watching a suspect. I inherited Hawking’s impeccably main- 
tained accoutrements after I had shot him for offences pertaining to soft- 
ware licence breaches in 264: a solid silver betel leaf box; a velvet pouch for 
betel nuts, cardamom pods, cloves and tobacco; a cut glass quicklime phial 
and solid silver quicklime spoon, a toothpick and an earpick, hanging from 
the drawstrings of the velvet pouch. 

My betel supplier, Mr Tua Peh Kong, is a charming old first-generation 
Rep on Sarangoon Road in Little India. His exo creaks somewhat nowa- 
days and sparks fly due to static build-up, which rather brightens up the 
matrixed labyrinth of his musty little shop. It is a harmless hobby, the be- 
tel, although it betrays my childlike love of gadgets and accessories. 
Polycarbon ears do not produce wax, but they do gather dirt and dust in 
the humid Lion City air. My teeth, of course are Blendex Technology’s por- 
celain-polymer composite and would not normally require cleaning, were 
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it not for the fact that particles of betel leaf are inclined to become lodged 
between them. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 9: 


Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary 06/01/294; 09:40. “One day last October, before ‘the 
Glaziers’ Polterabend’, Nox collected me outside Ngee Ann City and we went to 
his favourite fastfood on Doktor-Dagmar-Becker-Strasse. He always liked to eat 
the iguanameat rotis they served there, even though I hassled him about his being 
the only guy I knew who wasn’t a veggie. He would tell me then how the iguana 
were farmed in factories from incubated eggs in Paraguay and Costa Rica; how 
the Lats called them ‘the chicken of the trees’; how nutritious they were and that, 
like pigs, they would eat pretty much anything and so were not land-intensive. 
‘We could feed the ghettoes of Asia with iguanameat rotis, if the Replicants weren't 
more interested in watching the bastards starve.’ As far as I know, Nox was the 
only one left who didn’t just call them ‘Reps’; said that it tasted too respectful 
when it came out of his mouth. 

“The windows in there would always be beaded with condensation and the 
door translucent with steam, but you could see vague shapes through the plexiglass 
and I often wondered whether we were being watched. It was in the Becker Rotibar 
that Nox first told me about the camps. Many of his covert operations friends had 
disappeared or had their notebooks confiscated. The Amnesty HQ in London had 
been ransacked and given compulsory notice to quit as a result of Rep investiga- 
tions. Nox thought it was part of a huge program to finally get rid of all imagina- 
tive elements of our population — the ones he called ‘Brains’. 

“After a plate of greasy iguanameat rotis, Nox would order Turkish coffee and 
the counter clerk would speak for the first and last time, letting the till do the rest 
of his communication for him. ‘Sweet or medium?’ he would ask and it would 
always sound like ‘made-yum’. Nox would smile. He ate there every day of his life, 
as far as I know, but the guy kept asking. Nox smoked one of his cigarillos then and 
stank the place out, but I tolerated it because he looked so cool. 

“Later, on John-Ono-Lennon-Strasse, Nox hugged me and said, “Bye, lover,” 
as he hailed an air-conditioned jetaxi. I don’t know how he could stand the heat in 
that coat, but outside of my apartment I never saw him remove either that or the 
black bow in his hair. 

“This morning on the jetbus, I saw a pair of workman's trousers hanging 
twenty storeys up from a tinted blue-glass window in the Nippon bank building 
under construction on the Sarangoon Road. They were so starched with dried 
paint that they looked as though there was still a pair of legs inside them. Strange 
symbolism for a sad morning. On days like this, Lion City reminds me of a Piranesi 
prison fantasy in ninety-degree humidity.” Entry ends. 

Tocsin Bray. A pitiful creature, lost in the netherworld of sleep, fantastical 
imaginings. Imagination is a quite useless quality; for who requires fiction 
when there’s such a wealth of beauty, terror and vividness generated by 
the reality surrounding us? Just now, in front of me, on the opposite side of 
Stamford Road, a rickshaw has been hit by a jetaxi. The Skin driver is 
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lying crumpled across the smeared screen, his sweaty check shirt chang- 
ing from faded blue to dark red; in itself one of reality’s many miracles. 

MEMO:> look up Piranesi in ROM Lex. Their unhealthy obsession with 
fantasy sickens me to the exo. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 10: 


Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 07/01/294; 20:57. “Back at the Wet Market to 
attempt another liaison with Ch'u Yuan. Two police Reps just passed by carrying 
stun-canes, expressions frozen in the smug superiority of ‘uniforms’ worldwide. 
One of them pulled an oyster from a fish-stall, slurped on it noisily and spat it 
back out into a tray of fresh squid. The gnarled Chinese fishmonger temporarily 
blew his finely-tuned self-protection valve, swore and threw an empty crate at 
the crumbling grey concrete wall, driving, in the process a sizable sliver of the 
splintery wood into the calloused palm of his hand. He took a thwack from a stun- 
cane for his pains. You can probably still hear him whimpering in the background. 
A sullen silence fell around the market, store-keepers and browsers doing their 
best to mind their own business. 

“21.01. As I rounded the corner near the live turtle stand, I saw the 
Rep pigs with Ch’u Yuan. Right now one of them has hold of him by the lapels. 
Shit, I have to get out of here. Doubling back now past snakes, fish. Oh no, is that 
it? - I think I can see the Rep agent at the far side of the building, talking to a 
woman at the root ginger stall...er, give me a Wan Tun, please. Yes, Wan Tun 
soup. No, no chilli...I’ll just sit it out here for a moment. With any luck it won't 
see...oh well. | guess my luck is out.” Entry ends. 

I located her at 21:02 outside a cafe in the Wet Market. 

Pigeons flew out of upturned crates. Frogs hopped into the aisles and 
were squashed under trampling feet; trays of sea urchin and frogs’ legs slid 
and slopped into unappetizing piles in pools of brown water on the concrete 
floor. Puzzled Skin faces jutted at curious geometries all around me. 

The Smith & Wesson Retro-X, known in ‘the trade’ as the Laser-Peace- 
maker, is a quite formidable hand weapon, offering 97% hit security on 
positive laser contact. In bright old gun-metal blue with a pearloid grip, I 
am particularly proud of my custom ’76 model; a Customs seizure from a 
Hong Kong brothel raid. The very sight of the Peacemaker was enough to 
scatter several Skins crouched at a greasy table previously laden with plates 
full of gristle and starch. It was interesting that, as the table toppled onto 
its side, disseminating sauce and duck bones, the female turned, her cheeks 
slick with tears, eyes red and livid. For a moment, before I resumed the 
chase, she froze and stared right at me. 

Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 07/01/294; 21:15. “Fuck. No way out. Is this . 
..2 Mister, which way back to the Food Halls...? OK. I'll just... No! don’t want a 
fucking copy watch, get out of my way . .. serves you right, shithead!” Entry ends. 

I cornered her at 21:55 between a pirate clothes store full of trash 
Benetton designs and a copy watch store selling cheap Rolex radiowatch 
bootlegs and Indian porno stims. There was nowhere left for her to go but 
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over the central wall: a twenty metre drop to the garbage dump and the 
hard concrete of the ground floor. The building is rectangular with an open 
central well, offering perfect observation points for activities on other floors; 
a feature I have often used to my advantage. 

I felt a pleasant tingling under my exo, the primal buzz of the hunter, 
no doubt. I took the time to smear some betel leaves with katechu paste 
and savour the moment. ‘The thrill of the kill,’ as Nox might have said - 
I’m rather proud of that. 

Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 07/01/294; 21:57. “At the end of the aisle 
now ... can’t see me here under the boxes .. . oh God, slow down heart, slow 
down... .” Entry ends. 

I like to think that it was fear in its purest form that darkened the crotch 
of her overall, cryptic stain spreading around her legs as she huddled there 
but, to be honest, the pools of water collecting in the indentations of the 
hosed-down passageways might equally have been responsible. She be- 
gan to recite something then - to her father and to ‘Art’ (a strange poem to 
use as one’s final incantation, I thought). I am ashamed to admit that I 
then wondered whether Skins are to be understood at all: a quite unac- 
ceptable thought and one for which merciless Committee punishment is 
prescribed. I pledged there and then, by way of a penance, to step up my 
Skin campaign and to pursue them with extreme prejudice thenceforth. 

Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 07/01/294; 22:02. “I think it’s lost me. . . but 
I'll need to sit tight here until I’m certain. It’s at the end of the alleyway next to the 
copy watch shop. These cartons should give me enough cover for the time being. 
It’s opened the Samsonite and has produced those shiny objects and the pouch. It’s 
putting something in its mouth.” Entry ends. 

I opened the silver betel box with its wet lining of red velvet to place 
two crisp betel leaves smeared with katechu paste in my mouth. I pulled 
out the velvet drawstring pouch, hand-sewn and embroidered with beads 
crafted from the ground teeth of an Indian Skin. It has four strings; two to 
open it, two to close it. Inside are three compartments, one for neatly cut 
pieces of betel nut, one for fragrant cardamom pods and cloves, the last for 
tobacco. Opening the pouch, I took a small quantity from each compart- 
ment, placed the whole in my mouth, closed the pouch. Attached to the 
drawstrings are my quicklime phial and the spoon with which I removed 
some quicklime to place this, too, in my mouth. 

Then I began to clean my ears. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 11: 


Our first attempts at Skin population control in Lion City consisted of care- 
fully engineered environmental improvements. Subtle manipulation of ad- 
ditives to their water supply, atmospheric emissions and nutritional preser- 
vatives, successfully reduced semen levels in males to well below ten million 
per millilitre (however reproduction is known to be possible at levels as low 
as five). We found over twenty per cent of abnormally-shaped sperm in sub- 
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jects tested. Other abnormalities such as increased incidence of testicular can- 
cer, and non-descent of the testicles also helped to a certain extent. This was 
an encouraging if not entirely dependable start to the program. 

The Final Solution to the ‘Skin Question’ necessitates the total elimina- 
tion of Skins in Lion City. I was given orders to install improvements in 
extermination in Tekong Kah-Tzedt in June. I visited Bakau, to establish 
how exterminations were carried out there. The CEO of Bakau told me he 
had liquidated 160,000 Skins within six months using crude factory-stan- 
dard myoelectric interfaces jacked directly into their brains but, in his opin- 
ion, this technique was not especially effective. When I established the 
extermination complex at DREAM-4 on Tekong, I used custom-forged 
Neural Feedback decks to loop disturbing deep-consciousness levels back 
into the brains of the Skins, enabling us to analyse a brainmap of their 
demise as it takes place. This was possible on a large scale as a result of the 
so-called ‘Bergen-Belsen’ and ‘Sobibor’ sim-stims. The potency of these 
images has a profound emotional effect on the Skins, not yet satisfactorily 
explained via existing data on their mind-sets. Perhaps surprisingly, these 
apparently impersonal ‘mass’ effects have much greater impact on all tested 
subjects in an unconscious state than crass subjective images of death - 
falling, chase sequences, or fantastical creatures, for example. 

Feedback is stepped up five-fold, the outer tolerance of current NF tech- 
nology. It takes between three and fifteen minutes - depending upon the 
constitution of the Skin — for the trauma experienced to result in termina- 
tion and for the computation of the brainmap data to disk. With the help 
of this vast library of unique data, we hope to understand more about 
why Skins Dream, what they Dream and why all previous attempts at 
eradicating the crime of Dreaming among the Skin population have failed 
utterly. The mortal contribution necessary from the Skins, as second-class 
citizens in our society, is an acceptable price for them to pay for the progress 
we are experiencing in the field of narcological research. 

The anchorage of the implicit right to Dream in the Skins’ ‘Declaration 
of Human Rights’ in the days when Bills and Constitutions still meant some- 
thing was, of course, even then quite absurd. While paying this obscene 
document lip-service, few governments respected its contents; proof, 
should it be needed, of the Declaration’s folly. In the triumphant Rep years 
this Declaration has naturally been wholly rescinded. Few Skins, other 
than a handful of former attorneys, have even noticed that it has gone. 


RIEFENSTAHL / ITEM 12: 


Tocsin Bray’s Softdiary entry 07/01/294; 22:04. “. . . putting something in its 
ear... it’s approaching .. . its mouth is fixed in a kind of grin and it’s prodding a 
thin silver object in its ear. Has it seen me? What's going on. Its . .. its teeth... 
they're red ... bright red .. . Jesus. I hope it can’t hear me, Christ don’t let it hear. 
OK. Softdiary, this is what you've been waiting for: Skins given notification of 
transport should contact CLASSIFIED — ****, at ****. He will arrange for 
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Exception Listing and transfer to Cairns or Auckland airport. Appropriate pay- 
ment will be made by ****. We remain uncertain as to the motives for the Rep 
human transports but we know that it has something to do with imagination. The 
sanctity of our thoughts, ideas and Dreams must be protected at all cost. This is in 
your hands. This document is the final testimony of human female TOCSIN BRAY, 
#WL675831A, 07/09/260-07/01/294. Laser locator’s on me... this...” Entry 
ends. 

Deadly shot to coronary artery; subsequent wounding shots to thorax 
and left shoulder. Tragic, but unavoidable under the circumstances. I hope, 
for her accomplices’ sake, that her PMS’ ‘Classified’ level is a little more 
difficult to crack than her diary. 

I have heard that the male, Nox, remodelled himself on an obscure 
20th-century balladeer of dubious merit; hence the sickle scar and dimpled 
chin; a sad case. The Tekong report concluded that it was laughing that 
killed him, not terror or despair as ought to be the case. It took thirty-four 
minutes on five-fold ‘Babi Yar’ sim-stim feedback to finish him off. Quite 
remarkable: a minute for each year of his life. His last words to the 
narcologists were in tenebrous quotation of a twentieth century surrealist, 
Salvador Dali. He had previously made a remark about having had ‘too much 
to Dream last night’. I’m sure that his brainmap soft will be fascinating. 


RIEFENSTAHBL / ITEM 13: 


Last night, a Skin Dreamt Riefenstahl. 
Again, I ask myself as I watch the Dream on the brainmap soft: if the Skin 
can Dream Riefenstahl, why can Riefenstahl not Dream that it is a Skin? 


Four Rep officers waited tensely at the glowing monitor for the end to come. 
They knew it would not be long now: from the sequence of commands running 
on the simulation, they could tell that Riefenstahl had attempted to download 
Boov Nox’s brainmap. 

The boot sequence rolled with its arbitrary disclaimers about the dangers of 
jacking directly into Skin brainmaps without installation of Committee-approved 
baffles. In the display, the officers watched Riefenstahl’s own operating system 
idle as the data was transferred. 

Then it happened: the system crashed. 

Blinding white. A flood of overwhelming energy. The howling maelstrom of 
total feedback. Even though they had been expecting something similar, two of the 
Rep officers spun from the screen and stalled. 

“What triggered that?” asked one of the others in a flat, impassive voice. 

“He removed the statutory baffles,” replied the second officer, looking at the 
first in a manner which hinted at his absolute incomprehension. After a pause, 
long and uncomfortable even for a Rep, he continued: “The information dump 
caused a system crash which terminated Agent Riefenstahl’s operations.” 

“But what hit him?” asked the first officer, impatiently. 

“Whatever it was, it commenced witha possibly coded voice sample, ‘EVERY- 
THING YOU KNOW IS WRONG’, at a neuro-electrical voltage previously 
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considered outside physical range. Current data indicates that Subject Nox was 
able to store neural feedback at low levels in some form of uncharted ‘cerebral bat- 
tery state’. It cannot be ruled out that other convicts are also capable of this.” 

The first officer stared into the monitor, waiting for the satisfying moment 
when a Rep screensaver would shut down the display. Instead, bright whiteness 
faded to words on the screen, taunting him in bold, sans serif capitals: 


SKINS NEED REPS LIKE FISH NEED BICYCLES 


Simultaneously, at another deck on Mosquito Island, Boov Nox’s Rep-deadly 
virus knocked out his interrogator, who was trying to run an I.D. ona detained 
Japanese soft-jock. Tiny, canned laughter hacked from the system speakers as 
Officer Kuehnen blew his fuses and a shower of multi-coloured sparks illumi- 


nated the room for Nox’s final joke: 


Q: WHY ARE SKIN JOKES SO SHORT? 
A: SO THAT THE REPS WILL REMEMBER THEM. + 


Popeye's Arms 
by Dietmar Trommeshauser 


Popeye’s arms burst 
got gangrenous and 
had to be cut off 


Jack the Axe 

chases Olive Oyle 
down the corridors 
of a Colorado Hotel 


Brutus slew Caesar 


Pee Wee was arrested 

for masturbating 

Minnie Mouse divorced Mickey 
and he can only see his kids 

on Sunday at the Park 


Goofy has Alzheimer’s 
and has forgotten who 
and what he is 

wanders America’s ghettos 
searching for 

the perfect cardboard box 


Pluto went rabid 

and was shot 

the cow that jumped over the moon 
is mad and 

Superman is stuck 

forever in a wheelchair. 


All my heroes 
have lost their limbs Sg 
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